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UR author, Mr SHENs ToNE, 


was eldeſt ſon of a Shropſhire 


Gentleman, who lived upon his own. 


eſtate. The father, early diſcover- 


ing the ſon's capacity, reſolved to 


give him a liberal education; and for 
this purpoſe ſent him to Pembroke- 
college in Oxford, deſigning him 
for the church. -But though he had 
the moſt awful conceptions of a Su- 
preme Being, he could never be pre- 
vailed on to enter into orders. 


He was of no particular ſe& or 
opinion, and hated all religious diſ- 
putes. Whatever his own ſenti- 
ments were, his lenity was great to 


ſuch as differed from him. Tender- 


neſs indeed, in every ſenſe of the 
word, was his peculiar characteri- 


ſtic. His friends, his domeſtics, and 


XZ poor neighbours, had daily experi- 


8 ence 


; Py 


I | 
ence of his benevolence. This vir- | 
tue he often carried to exceſs; but 
when he found that any of thoſe 
whom he had ranked amongſt his 
friends uſed him ungenteelly, he 
was hardly reconcileable. His max- 
im, on | ſuch occaſions, deſerves 


155 particular notice: I never will be 


a revengeful enemy; but I cannot, 
it is not in my nature to be HALF 
a friend.” Although quite unſuſ- 
picious in his temper; yet if his ſuſ- 
picion was once rouſed, it was not 


— 


eaſily laid aſleep. 


His generous temper would not 
permit him to regard the proper uſe 
of money. This made him exceed 
the yearly income of his paternal e- 
ſtate, which was about three hundred 
pounds. But when one recollects 
the paradiſe he raiſed around him, 
his hoſpitality, and indulgence to 4 
his ſervants, and charities to the in- 
digent, there is more reaſon to won- 


der that he left any ching behind 
| | him, [ 


E 0 
him, than to blame his want of oeco- 
nomy. However, as much remain- 
ed as was ſufficient to pay his whole 


debts, for which he appropriated his 
eſtate by his will. 


| Though * have gs . 

his narrow circumſtances prevented 
him from marrying; yet he had a 
high opinion of many among the. 
fair ſex, and diſcovered no averſion 
to wedlock. Love- affairs, in his 
youth, with much difficulty he ſur- 
mounted. It was this gave occaſion 
to that ſweet paſtoral, in four parts, 
which has always been univerſally 
admired, and might, one would 
think, ſubdue the moſt obdurate 
heart. 


— 


His character, as a writer, may 
be diſtinguiſhed by an elegant ſim- 
plicity, and a correct genius. His 
greateſt difficulty, in all his compo- 
fſitions, was, to pleaſe himſelf. Mr 
 SHENSTONE's talents were not wholly 
«2 confined 


>  @ 7T 
confined to poetry: His . 
give the beſt diſplay of his judgmen 
and penetration, his great knowledge 
of the human heart, and his ſupe- 
ror underſtanding.— - Some things 
are left unfiniſhed, others as ſingle 
thoughts; but even theſe, like the 
ſparks of diamonds, ſhew the rich- 
neſs of the mine to which they be- 
long.----Qur author's character being 
ſufficiently eſtabliſhed, any attempt 
to recommend his writings would be 
hy IO | | 
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1 Prefatory eſſay on Elegy, | i 3 


E L EGT I. 
He arrives at his retirement in the country, and 


taſtes occaſion to expatiate in praiſe of fimplicity:- 
* a a friend, . 1 "BR 
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On 5 reputation. To a friend, 
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On the untimely death of a certain learned acguaint- 


ance, | 14 
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Ophelia's urn. To Mr G——, * 65 
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He compares the turbulence of love with the trans» 
Juillity of friendſhip. To. Meliſſa, his friend, 1 7 
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He de eſcribes his viſion to an acquaintance, 19 
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Tantum inter denſas umbroſa cacumina fagos 
Aſſidue veniebat ; ibi haec incondita, ſolus, 
Montibus et ſilvis fludio j actabat inani! _ 

| ViRG. 


j : } 
k 4 4 x NE; » i 
ah 2 2 2 N 8 A oe N 4 : 5 th * » —_ 
* Ek ——— "3 * * Fr . — — 1 — — PO — — 
1 7 # a 7 2 L 0 


- 


N N ROSS wy 9 
* W en Ace wh 2 wa 90 8 
. 


7 
Pl 


- 
*** 


. 
* 


9" SAG 16 — 
* . — — P 


= n 1 1 en re EA n 


— 


—ů — 


PREFATORY ESSAY 
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T is obſervable, that diſcourſes prefixed to poe- 
3 try are contrived very frequently to inculcate 
* ſuch tenets as may exhibit the performance to the 
] greateſt advantage. The fabric is very common- 
| ly raiſed, in the firſt place, and the meaſures by 
which we are to judge of its merit are afterwards 
adjuſted. T9 
There have been few rules given us by the critics 
concerning the ſtructure of elegiac poetry; and 
far be it from the author of the following trifles 
to dignify his own opinions with that denomination. 
He would only intimate the great variety of /ubjeFs, 
and the different * fyles in which the writers of 
elegy have hitherto indulged themſelves, and en- 
& deavour to ſhield the following ones by the latitude 
of their example. DO „ 
lf we conſider the etymology of the + word, the 
Fepithet which + Horace gives it, or the confeſſion 
XX which Ovid makes concerning it, I think we may 
| conclude thus much however, that elegy, in its true 


This eſſay was written near twenty years ago. 
T Heye. e-particulam dolendi. 
1 + Miſerabiles elegos. | ph hop 
I Heu nimis ex vero nune tibi nomen erit. | 
E- 1 . „ Ovid. de morte Tibulli. 
A 3 and 


rilous idea; that it looks upon this as its peculiar | 


It throws its melancholy ffole over pretty different 


add perhaps, of all thoſe who are placed by Virgil x 


Ne theſe ſubjects were ſufficiently exhauſted, 


ing inſtances, the . poets ſought occaſion to vary 
their complaints; and the next tender ſpecies of 
ſorrow that preſented itſelf, was the grief of abſent 


- contented.  'They had obtained a ſmall corner in 


ſung its ſpoils, triumphs, ovations, and rejoicings *, 
as well as the captivity and exequies that attended | 4 


4 A PRETATORY EssAT on ELEGY. 
and geuuine acceptation, includes a tender and que- | 


charaQeriſtic, and, ſo long as .this is thoroughly 
Juſtained, admits of a variety of ſubjects, which, | 
by its manner of treating them, it renders its own. 


objects, which, like the dreſſes at a funeral- pro- 
ceſſion, gives them all a kind of folemn and uni- 
form appearance. 4 


It is probable that Elegies were Written at firſt 1 
upon the death of intimate friends and near rela- 
tions; celebrated beauties, or favourite miſtreſſes ; ©: 
beneficent governours, and illuſtrious men: One may 


Es 


in the laurel grove of his Elyſium, (Vide Hurde's þ 
diſſertation on Horace's Epiſtles), þ 


Nuigue ſui memores alios fecere merends. 


and the ſeverity of fate * in the moſt affect- 


or neglected lovers. And this indulgence might be 1 
indeed allowed them; but with his they were not 


the province of love, and they took —_— 1 


from thence to over - run the whole territory. bey 


it. They gave the name of elegy to their pleaſan- 
tries as well as lamentations, till at laſt, through A 


their abundant. fondneſs for the myrtle, they for- 


got that the cypreſs was their peculiar garland. 3 
In this it is probable they deviated from the 3 


co Dicite Io Pæan, et Io bis dicite Pzan. 


* SY bal 
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nd que- 5 


peculiar original deſign of Elegy; and it ſhould ſeem, 
roughly that any kind of ſubjects treated in ſuch a manner 
4 þ 


which, as to diffuſe a pleaſing melancholy, might far bet- 
its own. ter deſerve the name, than the facetious mirth 
lifferent MY and libertine feſtivity of the ſucceſsful votarics of 
ral-pro- 7 love. | | | : | 

nd uni- But not to dwell too long upon an opinion 
which may gem perhaps introduced to favour the 


following performance, it may not be improper 
at i: to examine into the v/e and end of Elegy. The 
ar rela- moſt important end of all poetry is to encourage 
treſjes virtue. Epic and Tragedy chiefly recommend the 


Public virtues; Elegy is of a ſpecies which il- 
luſtrates and endears the private. There is a truly 
virtuous pleaſure connected with many penſive 
contemplations, which it is the province and ex- 
cellency of Elegy to enforce. This, by preſenting 
ſuitable ideas, has diſcovered ſweets in melancholy \- 


ne may 
Vir [4 il Y 
Hur de? 17 3 


auſted, which we could not find in mirth and has led 
affect- us with ſucceſs to the duſty urn, when we could 
vary draw no pleaſure from the ſparkling bowl. As 


cies of Paſtoral conveys an idea of ſimplicity and inno- 

abſent &F cence, it is in particular the taſk and merit of » 

ght be Elegy to ſhew the innocence and ſimplicity of 
rural life to advantage; and that in a way diſtinct 


re not | | 
ner in from Paſtoral, as much as the plain but judicious 
intage 2X landlord may be imagined to ſurpaſs his tenant 
They both in dignity and underſtanding. It ſhould 
ngs *, alſo tend to elevate the more tranquil virtues 
ended of humility, diſintereſtedneſs, fimplicity, and in- 
eaſan-nocence; but then there is a degree of elegance 
-ough Y and refinement no way inconfiſtent with theſe 


rural virtues; and that raiſes Elegy above that 

merum rus, that unpoliſhed ruſticity, which has 

given our Paſtoral-writers their higheſt reputation. 
Wealth and ſplendour will never want their 

proper weight: The danger is, leſt. they ſhould too 

much preponderate. A kind of poetry therefore | 

YE EY which 


6 A PxzraTory EssAT on ELEGY. 


which throws its chief influence into the other 


| ſcaie, that magnifies the ſweets of liberty and inde- 


pendence, that endears the honeſt delights of love 
and friendſhip, that celebrates the glory of a good 
name after death, that ridicules the futile arro- 
gance of birth, that recommends the innocenr 
amuſement of letters, and inſenſibly prepares the 
mind for that humanity it inculcates, ſuch a kind 
of poetry may chance to pleaſe; and if it pleaſe, 
ſhould ſeem to be of ſervice. | 
As to the ſtyle of Elegy, it may be well enough 
determined from what has gone before. It ſhould 
imitate the voice and language of grief; or if a 
metaphor of dreſs be more agreeable, it ſhould 
be ſample and diffuſe, and flowing as a mourner's 
veil. A verſification therefore is deſirable, which, 
by indulging a free and unconſtrained expreflion, 
may admit of that ſimplicity which Elegy requires. 
_ Heroic metre, with alternate rhyme, ſeems well 
enough adapted to this ſpecies of poetry; and 
however exceptionable, upon other occaſions, its in- 


conveniences appear to loſe their weight in ſhorter 
Elegies; and its advantages ſeem to acquire an ad- 


ditional importance. The world has an admirable 
example of its beauty in a collection of Elegies 
not long ſince publiſhed ; the product of a gentle- 
man of the moſt exact taſte, and whoſe untimely 

death merits all the tears that Elegy can ſhed. 
It is not impoſſible that ſome may think this 


metre too lax and proſaic: Others, that even a 


more diflolute variety of numbers may have 
ſuperior advantages. And in favour of theſe 


laſt, might be produced the example of Milton * 


in his Lycidas, together with one or- two recent 
and beautiful imitations of his verſification in 
that monody. But this kind of argument, I am 
apt to think, muſt prove too much; ſince the 
N. B. This preface was written near twenty years ago. 
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writers I have in view ſeem capable enough of re- 


commending any metre they ſhall chooſe ; though 
it muſt be owned alſo, that the choice they make 
of any, is at the ſame time the ſtrongeſt preſump- 
tion in its favour. 
Perhaps it may be no great difficulty to compro- 
miſe the diſpute. There is no one kind of metre 
that is diſtinguiſhed by rhymes, but is liable ro 
ſome objection or other. Heroic verſe, where 
every ſecond line is terminated by a rhyme, (with 
which the judgment requires that the /en/e ſhould 
in ſome ſire alſo terminate), is apt to render 
the expreſſion either ſcanty or conſtrained. And 
this is ſometimes obſervable in the writings of a 


Poet lately deceaſed; though I believe no one 


ever threw ſo much ſenſe together with ſo much 
eaſe into a couplet as Mr Pope. But as an air 
of conſtraint too often accompanies this metre, 
it ſeems by no means proper for a writer of 


. | 2 1 
he previous rhyme in Milton's Lycidas is very 
frequently placed at ſuch a diſtance from the fol- 


_ lowing, that it is often dropt by the memory 
(much better employed in attending to the ſen- 


timent) before it be brought to join its part- 5 
ner: And this ſeems to be the greateſt objection- 


to that kind of verſification. But then the pe- 


culiar eaſe and variety it admits of, are no doubt 
ſufficient to overbalance the objection, and to- 
gs — the preference to any other, in an elegy of 
ength. | „„ 1 
The chief exception to which fanza, of all 
kinds, is liable, is, that it breaks the ſenſe too re- 
gularly when it is continued through-a long poem. 


I 4 And this may be perhaps the fault of Mr Wal er's 


excellent panegyric. But if this fault be leſs diſ- 
cernible in ſmaller compoſitions, as I ſuppoſe it is, 
I flatter myſelf, that the advantages 1 have be- 
fore mentioned reſulting from. alternate rhyme, 

: | | A. 3 (with 


8 A PRE TATORT Ess 47 on ELE GT. 


(wich which ſtanza is, I think, connected), may, 


at leaſt in ſhorter Elegies, be allowed to outweigh 
its imperfections. : 

_ I ſhall fay but little of the different kinds of 
Elegy. The melancholy of a lover is different, 
no doubt, from what we feel on other mixed 
occaſions. The mind in which love and grief 
at once predominate is ſoftened to an excels. 
Love-elegy therefore is more negligent of order 
and deſign, and, being addreſſed chiefly to the 
ladies, requires little more than tenderneſs and per- 
ſpicuity. Elegies that are formed upon promiſ- 
cuous incidents, and addrefled to the world in ge- 
neral, inculcate ſome ſort of moral, and admit 
a different degree of reaſoning, thought, and or- 
der. 

The author of the following Elegies entered 
on his ſubjects occaſionally, as particular incidents 
in life ſuggeſted, or diſpoſitions of mind recom- 
mended them to his choice. If he deſcribes a ru- 
ral landſcape, or unfolds the train of ſentiments 
it inſpired, he fairly drew his picture from the 
ſpot, and felt very ſenſibly the affection he com- 
municates. If he ſpeaks of his humble ſhed, his 
flocks and his fleeces, he does not counterfeit the 
ſcene ; who having (whether through choice or 
neceſſity, is not material) retired betimes to coun- 
try ſolitudes, and ſought his happineſs in rural 
employments, has a right to conſider himſelf as a 
real ſhepherd. The flocks, the meadows, and the 
grottos, are his own, and the embelliſhment of 
his farm his ſole amuſement. As the ſenti- 
ments therefore were inſpired by nature, and that 
in the earlier part of his life, he hopes they will 
retain a natural appearance; diffuſing at leaſt 
ſome part of that amuſement, which he freely 
acknowledges he received from the compoſition of 
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There will appear perhaps a real inconfiſtency 
in the moral tenour of the ſeveral elegies; and the 
ſubſequent ones may ſometimes ſeem a recantation 
of the preceding. The reader will ſcarcely im- 
pute this to overſight ; but will allow, that men's 
opinions, as well as. tempers, vary; that neither 
public nor private, active nor ſpeculative life, are 
unexceptionably happy ; and, conſequently, that 


any change of opinion concerning them may affo 


an additional beauty to poetry, as it gives us a 


more ſtriking repreſentation. of like. 


If the author has hazarded, throughout, the 


uſe of Engliſh or modern alluſions, he hopes it. 


will not be imputed to an entire ignorance, or to 
the leaſt diſeſteem of the ancient learning, He has 
kept the ancient plan and method in his eye, though 
he builds his edifice with the materials of his own 


notion. In other words, through a fondneſs for 


his native country, he has made uſe of the flowers 


it produced, though, in order to exhibit them to 


the greater advantage, he has endeavoured to 


weave his garland by the beſt model he could find; 


with what ſucceſs, beyond his own amuſement, 


muſt be left to judges leſs partial to him than ei- 
ther his acquaintance or his friends.—If any of 


. thoſe ſhould be ſo candid as to approve the variety 


5 


* 


of ſubjects he has choſen, and the tenderneſs of 
ſentiment he has endeavoured to impreſs, he begs 
the metre alſo may not be too fuddenly condemned. 
The public ear, habituated of late to a quicker 
meaſure, may perhaps conſider zhis as heavy and 
languid ; but an objection of that kind may gra- 
dually loſe its force, if this meaſure ſhould be al- 
lowed to fuit the nature of Elegy. 

If it ſhould happen to be conſidered as an objec- 
tion with others, that there is too much of a moral 
caſt diffuſed through the whole; it is replied, that 

he 
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de endeavoured to-animate the poetry ſo far as not 

to render this objection too obvious, or to riſe 

excluding the faſhionable reader; at the ſame time 

never deviating from a fixed principle, that poetry 

without morality is but the bloſſom of a fruit-tree. 

Poetry is indeed like that ſpecies of plants which 

may bear at once both fruits and blofloms; and the 
tree is by no means in perfection without the for- 

mer, however it may be embelliſhed 91 70 the flowers 
which ſurround it. | 
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He arrives at his retirement in the country, and 
takes occaſion to expatiate in praiſe of ſimplicity. 

To a friend. | | SOLES 

"OR rural virtues, and for native ſkies, 

I bade Auguſta's venal ſons farewell; "i 

Now, mid the trees, I ſee my ſmoke ariſe, The 
Now hear the fountains bubbling round my cell. 


O may that genius which fecures my reſt, 
Preſerve this villa for a friend that's dear 
| Neer may my vintage glad the ſordid breaſt! 
Ne'er tinge the lip that dares be unſfincere ! 


Far from theſe paths, ye faithleſs friends, depart! . 
Fly my plain board, and dread my hoſtile name 
Hence] the faint verſe that flows not from the heart, 
But mourns in labour'd ſtrains the price of fame ! 


O lov'd fimplicity ! be thine the prize 

- Affiduous art correct her page in vain |! 

His be the palm, who, guiltleſs of diſguiſe, | 
Contemns the pow'r, the dull reſource to feign l 
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Still may the mourner, hviſh of his tears 

For lucre's venal meed, invite my ſcorn | 
Still may the bard difſembling doubts and fears, 
For praiſe, for flatt'ry fighing, ſigh forlorn |! 
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Soft as the line of love - ſick Hammond flows, 
Þ *T'was his fond heart effus'd the melting theme : 
Ahl never could 4onia's hill diſcloſe SY 
'B So fair a fountain, or ſo lov'd a ſtream. - 


Ye loveleſs bards ! intent with artful pains 
| To form a ſigh, or to contrive a tear ! 
| Forego your Pindus, and on ——'s plains 
Survey Camilla's charms, and grow ſincere. 


But 


ELEGIES. Eleg. II. 


But thou, my friend! while in thy youthful ſoul 
 _ Love's gentle tyrant feats his awful throne, 
Write from thy boſom let not art controul 

The ready pen that makes his edicts known. 


Pleaſing when youth. is long expir'd, to trace 
The forms our pencil or our pen deſign'd! 
Such was our youthful air, and ſhape, and face! 
© Such the ſoit image of our youthful mind l' 


Soft whilſt we ſleep beneath the rural bow'rs, 

The Loves and Graces ſtcal unſeen awayz _ 

And where the turf diffus'd its pomp of flow'rs, 
We wake to wint'ry ſcenes of chill decay! 


Curſe the ſad fortune that detains thy fair S | 

Praiſe the ſoft hours that gave thee to her arms; 
Paint thy proud ſcorn of ev'ry vulgar care, .Y 

When hope exalts thee, or when doubt alarms. 


Where with OEnone thou haſt worn the day 
Near fount or ſtream, in meditation rove; 
7 ” 


If in the grove OEnane lov'd to ſtray, | 
The faithful muſe ſhall meet thee in the grove. 
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ELEGTE I 


On Soft — reputation. To a friend. 


Grief of griefs! that Envy's frantic ire 
Should rob the living virtue of its praiſe ! 
O fooliſh Muſes ! that with zeal aſpire 
To deck the cold inſenſate ſhrine with bays! 


When the free ſpirit quits her humble frame, 

To tread the ſkies with radiant garlands crown'd, 
Say, will ſhe hear the diſtant voice of Fame ? 

Or hearing, fancy ſweetneſs in the found? ? 
| Perhaps ⁵⁶ 
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Eleg. II. 


Perhaps ev'n Friendſhip ſheds a fruitleſs tear; 
Ev'n Lyttelton but vainly trims the bay, i 
And fondly graces Hammond's mournful bier. 


Tho' weeping virgins haunt his favour'd urn, 


Renew their chaplets, and repeat their ſighs; 
Tho' near his tomb Sabæan odours burn, 
The loit'ring fragrance will it reach the ſkies ? 


No, ſhould his Delia votive wreaths prepare, 
Delia might place the votive wreaths in vain : 

Yet the dear hope of Delia's future care | 
Once crown'd his pleaſures, and diſpell'd his pain. 


Les the fair proſpect of furviving praiſe 


Can ev'ry ſenſe of preſent joys excel: 
For this, great Adrian choſe laborious days 
Thro' this, expiring, bade a gay farewell. 


Shall then our youths, who fame's bright fabric raiſe, 


To life's precarious date confine their care ? 
O teach them you, to ſpread the ſacred baſe, 
To plan a work thro? lateſt ages fair! 


Is it ſmall tranſport, as with curious eye 

Lou trace the ſtory of each Attic ſage, | 

To think your blooming praiſe ſhall time defy: _ 
Shall waft like odours thro” the pleaſing page? 


To mark the day when, thro' the bulky tome, 
Around your name the varying ſtyle refines ! 

And readers call their loſt attention home, 
| Led by that index where true genius ſhines ? 


Ah let not Britons doubt their ſocial aim, 


Whoſe ardent boſoms catch this ancient fire! 
Cold int'reſt melts before the vivid flame, 
And patriot ardours but with life expire |! 


— 
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Perhaps ev'n Genius pours a ſlighted lay; 
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ELEGY Il. 


On the untimely death of a certain Warned acquaint- 
ance. 


4 


T proud pygmalion quit his cumbrous 1 
Funereal pomp the ſcanty tear ſupplies; 

Whilſt heralds loud with venal voice proclaim, 
Lo! here the brave and the puiſſant lies. 


When humbler Alcon leaves his drooping friends, 
Pageant nor plume diſtinguiſh Alcon's bier; 

The faithful muſe with votive ſong attends, 

And blots the mournful numbers with a tear. 


He little knew the fly penurious art, 
That odious art which'fortune's fav? rites know ; 3 
Form'd to beſtow, he felt the warmeſt heart, 
But envious fate forbade him to beſtow. 


He little knew to ward the ſecret wound; 
le little knew that mortals could enſnare; 
Virtue he knew: the nobleſt joy he found, 

To ſing her glories, and to paint her fair; ; 


III was he ſkill'd to guide his wand'ring 8 
And unforeſeen diſaſter thinn'd his fold; - 

Yet at another's loſs the ſwain would weep, 
And for his friend his very crook were ſold. 


Ye ſons of wealth: protect the muſe's train; =_ 
From winds protect them, and with food ſup ly; ;z - 

Ah! helpleſs they to ward the threaten'd pain ! 2 1 
The meagre famine, and the wint'ry * BY 


Sg. WM. ELTCOTIES © | ug 

He lov'd a nymph : Amidſt his ſlender ſtore 

* He dar'd to love, and Cynthia was his theme; 
He breath'd his plaints along the rocky ſhore, 

They only echo'd o'er the winding ſtream. 


I 
I. 


His nymph was fair; the ſweeteſt bud that blows 

' Revives leſs lovely from the recent ſhow'r;. 
80 Philamel enamour'd eyes the roles 

Sweet bird! enamour'd of the ſweeteſt flow'r! 


He lov'd the muſe ; ſhe taught him to complain; 
He ſaw his tim'rous loves on her depend; 

He lov'd the muſe, although ſhe taught in vain; 
He lov'd the muſe, for the was virtue's friend. 


She guides the foot that treads on Parian floors; 
She wins the ear when formal pleas are vain; 
She tempts patricians from the fatal doors 


Of Vice's brothel, forth to Virtue's fane, 


He wiſh'd for wealth, for much he wiſh'd to give; 
He griev'd that Virtue. might not wealth obtain; 

Piteous of woes, and hopeleſs. to relieve, - _ 

The penſive proſpect ſadden'd all his ſtrain. 


I ſaw him faint ! I ſaw him fink to reſt ! 

Like one ordain'd to ſwell the vulgar throng ; 
As though the virtues had not warm'd his breaft, 
As though the muſes not inſpir'd his tongue. 

I ſxw his bier ignobly croſs the plain; 
Saw peaſant hands the pious rite ſupply; 
The gen'rous ruſtics mourn'd the friendly ſwain, 
But pow'r and wealth's unvarying cheek was dry ! 
Such Alcon fell; in meagre want forlorn! 
Where were ye then, ye pow'rful patrons, where? 
Would ye the purple ſhould your limbs adorn, 
Go waſh the conſcious blemiſh with a tear. 
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ETLEC'y W. 
Ophelia's urn. To My G—. 


: . the dim veil of ev'ning's duſky ſhade, 
Near ſome lone fane, or yew's funereal green, 
What dreary forms has magic Fear ſurvey'd 5 0 
What ſhrouded ſpectres Superſtition ſeen! 


But you ſecure ſhall pour your ſad complaint, 
Nor dread the meagre phantom's wan array 

What none but Fear's officious hand can paint, 
What none but Superſtition's eye ſurvey. 


The glimm'ring twilight and the doubtful dawn 

Shall ſee your ſtep to theſe fad ſcenes return: 

Conſtant, as cryſtal dews impearl the lawn, 
Shall Strephon's tear bedew Ophelia's urn. 


Sure nought unhallow'd ſhall preſume to 1 
Where ſleep the relics of that virtuous maid : 
Nor aught unlovely bend its devious way, 
| Where ſoft Ophelia's dear remains are laid. 


Haply thy muſe, as with unceaſing fighs 
She keeps late vigils on her urn reclin'd, 
May ſee light groups of pleaſing viſions riſe; 
And phantoms glide, but of celeſtial kind. 


Then Fame, her clarion pendent at her ſide, 
Shall ſeek forgiveneſs of Ophelia's ſhade ; 
£ Why has ſuch worth without diſtinction dy'd, 
« Why, like the deſerts lily, bloom'd to fade?“ 


Then young ſimplicity, averſe to feign, 
Shall unmoleſted breathe her ſofteſt ſigh: 
And Candour with unwonted warmth complain, 

And Innocence indulge a wailful cry. 
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| Then Elegance, with coy judicious hand, 
- Shall cull freſh flow'rers for Ophelia's tomb! 


And Beauty chide the fate's ſevere command, 
That ſhew'd the frailty of ſo fair a bloom 


And Fancy then, with wild ungovern'd wo, 
Shall her lov'd pupil's native taſte explain: 
For mournful ſable all her hues forego, 
And aſk ſwect ſolace of the muſe in vain! 


Ah! gentle forms, expect no fond relief; 

- Too much the ſacred nine their loſs deplore : 

Well may ye grieve, nor find an end of grief— 
| Your beſt, your brighteſt fav'rite is no more. 
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ELEGY V. 


He compares the turbulence of love with the tran- 
quillity of friendſhip. To Melifla, his friend. 

Rom Love, from angry. Love's inclement reign 

I paſs a while to Friendſhip's equal ſkies ; 

Thou, gen'rous maid, reliev'ſt my partial pain, 
And cheer'ſt the victim of another's eyes. 


Tis thou, Meliſſa, thou deſerv'ſt my care: 
How can my will and reaſon diſagree? 

How can my paſſion live beneath deſpair? 
How can my boſom ſigh for aught but thee? 


| Ah, dear Meliſſa! pleas'd with thee to rove, 
My ſoul has yet ſurviv'd its dririeſt time; 
Ill can I bear the various clime of love! 


Love is a pleaſing, but a various clime! . 
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| So ſmiles immortal Maro's fav'rite ſhore, 
 Parthenope, with ev'ry verdure crown'd! 
When ſtrait Veſuvio's horrid caldrons roar, 
And the dry vapour blaſts the regions round, 


Oh bliſsful regions ! oh unrival'd plains 
When Maro to theſe fragrant haunts retir' d! 

Oh fatal realms l and oh accurs'd domains! 

When Pliny mid ſulphureous clouds expir'd | 


80 ſmiles the ſurface of the treach'rous main, 

As o'er its waves the peaceful halcyons play 
When ſoon rude winds their wonted rule regain, 
And ſky and ocean mingle in the fray. 

But let or air contend, or ocean rave, 
Exv'n hope ſubſide amid the billows toſt; 


Hope, till emergent, ſtill contemns the wave, 
And not a feature's wonted ſmile is loſt. 


ELEGY ve 


: Taa lady on the language of birds.. 


Ome then, Dione, let us range the grove, 
The ſcience of the feather'd choirs explore; 
+ Hear linnets argue, larks deſcant of love, 
And blame the gloom of ſolitude.no more. 


My doubt ſubfides——*tis no /talian ſong, 
Nor ſenſeleſs ditty, cheers the vernal tree; 
Ah! who that hears Dione's tuneful tongue, 
Shall doubt that muſic may with ſenſe agree? 


And come, my muſe ! that lov'ſt the ſylvan ſhade, 
Exolve the mazes, and the miſt diſpel; | 
Tranſlate the ſong; conyince my doubting maid, 
No ſolemn derviſe can explain fo well. —— 
Venſive 


Penſi ve beneath the twilight-ſhades I ſat, 
The ſlave of hopeleſs vows, and cold diſdain ! 
When Philomel addreſs'd his mournful mate, 
And thus I conſtru'd the melliffuent ſtrain. 


“Sing on, my bird the liquid notes prolong, . 
At ev'ry note a lover ſheds his tear; 

Sing on, my bird——'tis Damon hears the ſong; _ 
Nor doubt to gain applauſe, when lovers hear. 


| He the ſad ſource of our complaining knows; 
A foe to Tereus, and to lawleſs love | 
He mourns the ſtory of our ancient woes: . 
Ahl could our muſic his complaints remove 


Yon plains are govern'd by a peerleſs maid; 
And ſee, pale Cynthia mounts the vaulted ſky,. 
A train of lovers court the checquer'd ſhade ; 
Sing on, my bird, and hear thy mate's reply. 


Ere while no ſhepherd to theſe woods retir'd ; 
No lover bleſs'd the glow-worm's pallid ray; 
But ill- ſtarꝰd birds that. liſt' ning not admir'd, _ 


Or liſt' ning envy'd our ſuperior lay. 


Cheer'd by the ſun, the vaſſals of his pow'r,. 
Let ſuch by day unite their jarring ſtrains: 
But let us chooſe the calm, the filent hour, 
Nor want fit audience while Dione reigns.” 


eee eee 


He deſcribes his vifion te an acquaintance, 
cætera per terras omnes animalia, &c. Virg,. 
6 heaths, beneath autumnal ſkies, 
Penſive I faw. the circling ſhades deſcend 5; 


* Weary and faint I heard the ſtorm ariſe, 
While the ſun vaniſh'd like a faithleſs. friend.;: 
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No kind cornmpanion led my ſteps aright, | 
do friendly planet lent its glimm'ring ray 
Ev'n the lone cot refus'd its wonted light, 
Where toil in peaceful flumber clos'd the day. 


Then the dulf bell had giv'n a pleaſing ſound 
I he village<cur twere tranfport then to hear; 
In dreadful ſilence all was huth'd around, 
While the rude ftorm alone diſtreſs'd mine ear, 


| As led by OrwelPs winding banks I ſtray d, 

| Where tow'ring #ol/ey breath'd his native air, 
5 A ſudden luftre chas'd the flitting ſhade, | 
The ſounding winds were huth'd, and all was fair. 


Inſtant a graceful form appear'd confeſt ;, 
White were his locks, with awful ſcarlet crown'd, | 
And livelier far than Tyrian ſeem'd his veſt, 
That with the glowing purple ting'd the ground. 


. Stranger,” he ſaid, © amid this pealing rain, 
Benighted, loneſome, whither wouldſt thou ſtray? 
Does wealth or pow'r thy weary ſtep conſtrain? 

Reveal thy with, and let me point the way. 


For know, 1 trode the trophy'd paths of OV: 1 
Felt ev'ry joy that fair ambition brings; ö 

And left che lonely roof of yonder bowr, 

_ 'T&g&aad beneath the canopies of kings. 


I bade low hinds the tow'ring ardour ſhare ;, 

Nor meanly roſe to bleſs myſelf alone: 

I ſnatch'd the ſhepherd from his fleecy care, 
And bade his wholeſome dictate guard the throne. 


Low at my feet the ſuppliant peer I ſawz 
I ſaw proud empires my deciſion wait; 

My will was duty, and my word was law, i 
52 ſmile was ee and wy frown was fate. — 
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Eleg: VII, ELEGIES. 4 
Ah me! ſaid I, nor pow'r I ſeck, nor gain; 
Nor urg'd by hope of tame theſe toils endure ; 


A ſimple youth, that feels a lover's pain, 
And from. his friend's condolence hopes a cure. 


He, the dear youth, to whoſe abodes I roam, 
Nor can mine honours nor my fields extend; 35 
Yet for his ſake I leave my diſtant home, 
Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend... 


Beneath that home I ſcorn the wint'ry wind; 


The ſpring, to ſhade me, robes her faireſt tree: 5 


And if a friend my graſs- grown threſhold find, 
O how my lonely cot reſounds with glee! 


Yet tho' averſe to gold in heaps amaſt, 
TI wiſhto bleſs, L languith to beſtow; _ 

And tho! no friend to Fame's obſtrep'rous blaſt 
Still to her dulcet murmurs not a 


Too proud. with. ſervile tone to deign addreſs, 
Too mean to think that honours are my due; 
Yet ſhould ſome patron yield my ſtores to bleſs, 


I ſure ſhould deem my boundleſs thanks were few. 


But tell me, thou ! that like a meteor's fire 
Shott'ſt blazing forth, diſdaining dull degrees, 

Should I to wealth, to. fame, to pow'r aſpire, 
Muſt I not paſs more rugged paths than theſe 7 


Muſt I not groan beneath a guilty load, 

Praiſe him I ſcorn, and him I love "ITY 700 
Does not felonious envy bar the road ? 

Or falſchood's treach:rous foot beſet the way 2.5 


Say, ſhould J paſs thro' Favour's crouded gate, 
Muſt not fair Truth inglorious wait behind 7 


Whilſt Lapproach the glitt'ring ſcenes of ſtate, . 


. "1008 be * en find? 
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| 
| 
| 
. Nurs'd in che ſhades by freedom's lenient care, 
5 Shall I the rigid ſway of Fortune own ? 
| ; . by the voice of pious Truth, prepare 
J0o ſpurn an altar, and adore a throne ? 


And when proud Fortune's ebbing tide recedes, 
And when it leaves me no unſhaken friend, 

Shall I not weep that &er I left the meads, - 
Which oaks emboſom, and which hills defend 2 


Oh ! if theſe ills the price of pow'r advance, 
Check not my ſpeed where ſocial joys invite! 
The troubled viſion caſt a mournful glance, . 


And ſighing vaniſh'd in the ſhades of Dn. 


4 5 'E L K GN vu. wu 
| Hz 4 ribes bis early love of poetry, and i its confe- 4 
5 e Fo Mr enn 174 pe Bak, E | 


H met whe envious imple "_ my » fold 15 
| What mutter'd ſpell retards their late increaſe? 
Such leſs? ning fleeces muſt the ſwain behold, 

That e'er with Doric pipe eſſays to er 1 


I ſaw my friends in ev' ning circles meet; 
I took my vocal reed, and tun'd-my lay: ak 
T heard them ſay my vocal reed was ſweet "i 
Ah fool! to credit what. I heard them br 2. 


i Ill-fated bard! that ſeeks his ſkill to ſhow, © 
4 Then courts the judgment of a friendly ear! 
Not the poor vet ran, chat permits his fe 
To guide his doubtful ſtep, has more to fear... 


A N. B. Written after tl. e death of Mr Pope. 9 
Nor 
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Nor could my G—— miſtake the critic's laws, 
Till pious Friendſhip mark'd the pleaſing way. 
Welcome ſuch error ] ever bleſs'd the cauſe! _ 

Ev'a tho? it led me boundleſs leagues aſtray} 


Couldſt thou reprove me, when I nurs'd the flame? 


On liſt' ning Cherwe/Ps oſier banks reclin'd, 
While foe to fortune, unſeduc'd by fame, 
I ſooth'd the bias of a careleſs mind. 


Youth's gentle kindred, health and love, were metz 
What though in Aima's guardian arms I play'd ? + 
Now ſhall the muſe theſe vacant hours forget ?. 

[2 | Or deem that bliſs by folid cares repaid? _- 

Thou knowꝰſt how tranſport thrills the tenderbreaſt, 
: Where love and fancy fix their op'ning reign; 
How nature ſhines in livelier colours dreſt, 

Jo bleſs their union, and to grace their train. 
So firſt when Phebus met the Cyprian queen, 


And favour d Rhodes beheld their paſſion crown'd, 


_ Unuſual flow'rs enrich'd the 1 geen, 
And ſwift ſpontaneous roſes blufh'd around. 


Now ſadly lorn, from Twitnam's widow'd bow'r, 
The drooping muſes take their caſual way; 
And where they ſtop, a flood of tears they pour: 

And where they weep, no more the fields are gay? 


Where is the dappled pink, the ſprightly roſe? 

The cowſlip's golden cup no more I'fee: 

Dark and diſcolour'd ev'ry flow'r that blows, _ 
To form the garland, Elegy! for thee 


Enough of tears has wept the virtuous dead; 

Ah might we now the pious rage controul! 
Huſh'd be my grief ere ev'ry ſmile be fled, 

Ere the deep ſwelling figh ſubvert the toul? 
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To ſing ſoft carols to your lovely dames, 


anne Neg. I 


If near ſome trophy ſpring a ſtripling bay, 
Pleas'd we behold the graceful umbrage riſe z 


But ſoon too deep it works its baneful way, 


And low on earth the proſtrate * ruin lies. 


E L E 0 v 1x. 
He drferids bis diſi ateretedneſ to a a friend. 


1 Ne% er muſt tinge wy lip with Celtic wines; 


The pomp of India muſt I ne'er diſplay; "Tf 


Nor boaſt the produce of Peruvian mines, 


Nor with Italian ſounds deceive the day. 


Down yonder brook my cryſtal bev'rage flows; 
My grate ful ſheep their annuaÞfleeces bring; 


Fair i in my garden buds the damaſk roſe, 


And from my grove I hear the throſtle ing. of 


My fellow-ſwains | avert your dazzled eyes; 


In vain allur'd by glitt'ring ſpoils they rove; 


Tze fates ne er meant them far the ſhepherd's prize, 


Yet gave them ample recompence in love. | 


They gave you vigour from your parent's veins ; | 


They gave you toils, but toils your finews brace z 
They gave you nymphs that own their am'rous pains, 
And ſhades, the refuge of the ntle race. 


To carve your loves, to paint your mutual flames, 5 
See! poliſh'd fair, the beech's friendly rind! 


+ 


See vocal . ans ephomg vales ant 


1 Alludes to. what is. 8 of the bay-tree, that if it is 
planted too near the walis of an edifice, iis roots will work their 


= opment, till they Ho the foundation, 


Wouldſt 
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Wouldſt thou, my Strephon, Love's delighted ſlave ! 
Though ſure the wreaths of chivalry to ſhare, 


Forego the ribbon thy Matilda gave, 
And giving bade thee in remembrance wear n 


Ill fare my peace, but ev'ry idle toy, 

If to my mind my Delia's form it brings, 
Has truer worth, imparts ſincerer joy, 

Than all that bears the radiant ſtamp of kings. 


O my ſoul weeps, my breaſt with anguiſh bleeds, 
When love deplores the tyrant pow'r of 2 1 
Diſdaining riches as the futile weeds, 
I riſe ſuperior, and the rich diſdain. 


Oft from the ſtream, flow wand'ring down the gs, 
Penſive I hear the nuptial peal rebound ; | 
« Some miſer weds,” I cry, the captive maid, 

And ſome fond lover fickens at the found. ” 


Not Somerville, the muſe's friend of old, 

Though now exalted to yon ambient ky, 

So ſhunn'd a ſoul diſtain'd with earth and gold, 
80 lov'd the pure, the gen'rous breaſt, as I. 


Scorn'd be the wretch that quits his genial bowl, 
His loves, his friendſhips, ev'n his ſelf, reſigns 3 ; 
Perverts the ſacred inſtinct of his ſoul, 

And to a ducat's dirty. ſphere confines. 


But come, my friend, with taſte, with ſcience bleſt, 
Ere age impair me, and ere gold allure 

Reſtore thy dear idea to my breaſt, _ 5 
The rich depoſite ſhall the ſhrine ſecure. 1 


Let others toil to gain the ſordid ore, 

The charms of independence let us fing; 

| Bleſ#d with thy friendſhip, can I wiſh for more! 
Pl ſpurn the reg me r ren of 1 Lydia” s . 
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To Fortune, ſuggeſting his motive for repining at het 


diſpenſations. | 


AE not the cauſe why this 0d tongue 


Loads with freſh curſes thy deteſted ſway; 
Aſk not, thus branded in my ſofteſt ſong, | 
Why ſtands the flatter d name which all obey 2 


Tis not that in my ſhade 1 lurk forlorn, 


Nor ſee my roof on Parian columns rife z » 


That on this breaft no mimic ſtar is borne; 
- Rever'd, ah! more than thoſe that ens fics. 


"Tis not that, on the turf ſupinely laid, 
I fing or pipe but to the flocks that graze: I 


And, all inglorious in the loneſome ſhade, 


My finger ſtiffens, and my voice decays. 


Not that my fancy mourns thy ſtern command, 


When many an embryo dome is loſt in air; 


| While guardian prudence checks my eager hand, 


And, ere the turf is broken, 8 c orbear. 


4 Forbear, vain youth! be cautious, weigh thy gold, 


Nor let yon riſing column more aſpire; 


«- Ah! better dwell in ruins, than behold 


* fortuncs mould' ring, and thy domes e. 


cc Hound built, but dar'd my laws defy; 

He planted, ſcornful of my ſage commands ; 

% The e vernal bud regal'd his eye, i 
The fruitage ripen'd for more frugal hands.” 


Sec the ſmall ſtream that pours its murm'ring tide 
O'erſomerough rock that would its wealth diſplay, 


. Dig IN it aught but penury and pride ? 


h] conſtrue wiſely what ſuch murmurs ſay. 
How 


N M ELE GIES. 27 


How would ſome flood, with ampler treaſures bleſt, 
Diſdainful view the ſcantling drops diſtill ! | 
How muſt * Yelino ſhake his reedy crelt ! 

How ey'ry cygnet mock the boaſtive rill ! 


Fortune, I yield ! and fee, I give the ſign; 
At noon the poor mechanic wanders home 

Collects the ſquare, the level, and the line, 

And with retorted eye forſakes the dome. 


Yes, I can patient view the ſhadeleſs plains; 
Can unrepining leave the riſing wall; 
Check the fond love of art that fir'd my veins, 
And my warm hopes in full purſuit recall. 


Deſcend, ye ſtorms ! deſtroy my riſing pile 
Loos'd be the whirtwinds unremitting {way 3 

Contented I, although the gazer ſmile 
To ſee it ſcarce furvive a winter's day. 


Let ſome dull dotard baſk in thy gay ſhrine, 
As in the ſun regales his wanton herd; 
_Guiltleſs of envy, why ſhould I repine, 


EY 


| That his rude voice, his grating reed's preferr'd? 


Let him exult, with boundleſs wealth ſupply'd, 
Mine and the ſwain's reluctant homage ſhare ; 
But ah ! his tawdry ſhepherdeſs's pride, | 
| Gods! muſt my Delia, muſt my Delia bear? 


Muſt Delia's ſoftneſs, elegance, and eaſe, 

Submit to Mariar's dreſs? to Marian's gold? 

Muſt Marian's robe from diſtant India pleaſe ? 
The ſimple fleece my Delia's limbs infoid ? 

© Yet ſure on Delia ſeems the ruſſet fair; 

Le ghittring daughters of diſguiſe, adieu!“ 

So talk the wiſe, who judge of ſhape and air; 
But will the rural thane decide ſo true ? 


* Arriver in Itah, that falls an hundred yards >erpendiculan 
| ER. "ah 
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Ah! what is native worth eſteem'd of clowns ? 
*Tis thy falſe glare, O Fortune! thine they ſee ; 
*Tis for my Delia's ſake I dread thy frowns, 
And my * galp ſhall curſes . on thee. 


e ee 
I. 


He 83 3 a5. the pleaſing novelty of li oe Is is 
over. To Mr J 


H me, my friend! it will not, will not laſt? : 
This fairy ſcene, that cheats our youthful eyes! ⁵ 
The charm diſſolves; th* aereal muſic's paſt; 1 

5 banquet ceaſes, and the viſion flies. 


Where are the ſplendid forms, the rich perfumes, 
Where the gay tapers, where the ſpacious dome ? 

Vaniſh'd the coſtly pearls, the tant on plumes, 
And we, delightleſs, left to wander home ! 


Lain now are books, the ſages wiſdom vain ! 
What has the world to bribe our ſteps aſtray? 

Ere reaſon learns by ſtudy'd laws to reign, 

The weaken'd paſſions, ſelf-ſubdu'd, obey ! 


"Scarce has the ſun ſev'n annual courſes roll'd, 
Scarce ſhewn the whole that fortune can fupply; 
Since not the miſer ſo careſs'd his gold, 
As I, for what it gave, was heard to ſigh. 


On the-world's ſtage I wiſh'd ſome ſprightly part 
To deck my native fleece with tawdry lace 
*T was life, *twas taſte, and oh m my fooliſh heart ! 
Subſtantial joy was fix'd in pow' and place. | 
| And 


And you, ye works of art! allur'd mine eye, 
he breathing picture, and the living ſtone: 

« Tho? gold, tho' ſplendour, heav'n and fate deny, 
« Yet might I call one Titian ſtroke my own!“ 


Smit with the charms of fame, whoſe lovely ſpoil, 
The wreath, the garland, fire the poet's-pride, 


I trimm'd my lamp, conſum'd the midnight oil 
But ſoon the paths of health and fame divide 


Oft too J pray'd, twas nature form'd the pray r, 

IJ To grace my native ſcenes, my rural home; 
Jo ſee my trees expreſs their planter's care, 

And gay, on Attic models, raiſe my dome. 


But now tis o'er, the dear deluſton's o'er! 
A ſtagnant breezleſs air becalms my tou; : 

A fond aſpiring candidate no more, pe” 
I ſcorn the palm, before I reach the goal. 


O youth ! enchanting ſtage, profuſely bleſs'd ! 
| Bliſs ev'n obtruſive courts the frolic mind; 
Of health neglectful, yet by health careſs'd; 

Careleſs of favour, yet ſecure to fin. 


Then glows the breaſt, as op'ning roſes fair; 
More free, more vivid than the linnet's wing; 

Honeſt as light, tranſparent ev'n as air, 

Tender as buds, and laviſh as the ſpring. 


Not all the force of manhood's active might, 
Not all the craft to ſubtle age aſſign d, 
Not ſcience ſhall extort that dear delight, 

Which gay delufion gave the tender mind. 


Adieu ſoft raptures! tranſports void of care! 
Parent of raptures, dear deceit, adieu! : 


And you, her daughters, pining with deſpair, 


Why, why ſo ſoon her fleeting ſteps purſue ! 
2 ·˙ 3 ed. 
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Tedious again to curſe the drizzling da ay 
now ! 


Again to trace the wint'ry tracks of 
Or, ſooth'd by vernal airs, again ſurvey 
The ſclf-ſame hawthorns bud, and cowſlips blow! 


O life ! how ſoon of ev ry bliſs forlorn ? 

We ſtart falſe joys, and urge the devious race: 

A tender prey, that cheers our youthful morn, 
Then finks untimely, and defrauds the co 
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O more the arſe obtrudes her thin Aiſguiſe 3 
No more with awkward fallacy complains, 
How ev'ry fervour from my boſom flies, 
And reaſon in her loneſome palace reigns. 


Ere the chill winter of our days arrive, 
No more ſhe paints the breatt from paſſion free; 


1 feel, 1 feel one loit ring wiſh ſurvive— 


Ah need I, Florio, name that with to thee? 


The ſtar of Venus uſhers in the day, 


The firſt, the lovelieſt of the train that ſhine 
The ſtar of Venus lends her brighteſt ray, | 
When other ſtars their triendly beams reſign. 


Still in my breaſt one foft deſire remains, 
Pure as that ſtar, from guilt, from int Teſt free, 
His gentle Delia tript acroſs the plains 
And need I, Florio, name that with to thee ? 


While, cloy'd to find the ſcenes of life the ſame,, 


I rune with careleſs hand my languid lays ; 
Some ſecret impulſe wakes my former flame, 
And fires IF ſtrain with hope of — as 
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I ſlept not long beneath yon rural bow'rs; , 
And lo! my crook with flow'rs adorn'd I ſee; 


Has gentle Delia bound my crook with flow'rs. 
And need I, Forio, name my hopes to thee ? 
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ELEGY Eil. 
To 1 Friend, on ſome ſlight occaſion eftranged from 
im. | | 


Han to my friend, and many a cheerful day 

11 Around his ſeat may peaceful fhades abide !* 
Smooth flow the minutes, fraught with ſmiles, away, 

And, till they crown our union, gently glide. 


Ah me! too ſwiftly fleets our vernal bloom ! 

Loft to our wonted: friendſhip, loſt to joy! 

Soon may thy breaſt the cordial wiſh reſume, 
Ere wint'ry doubt its tender warmth deſtroy. 


Say, were it ours, by Fortune's wild command, 
By chance to meet beneath the Torrid Zone; 
Would thou reject thy Damon's plighted hand? 
Wouldſt thou with {corn thy once lov'd friend; 
diſown? ö 4 


Life is that ſtranger land, that alien clime: 

Shall kindred ſouls forego their ſocial claim? 
Launch'd in the vaſt abyſs of ſpace and time, 

Shall dark ſuſpicion quench the gen'rous flame 


Myriads of ſouls, that knew one parent mold, 
See fadly ſever'd by the laws of chance! 
Myriads, in time's perennial lift. enrolb'd, 

Forbid by fate to change one tranſient glance! 


But we have met— where ills of ev'ry form, 
Where paſſions rage, and hurricanes detcend: - 

Say, ſhall we nurſe the rage, aſſiſt the ſtorm? 
And guide them to the bolom—of a friend? 
I d #7 „ 
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Yes, we have met - thro' rapine, fraud, and wrong: 
Might our joint aid the paths of peace explore ! 

Why leave thy friend amid the boiſt'rous throng, 
Ere death divide us, and we part no more? 


For oh! pale ſickneſs warns thy friend away 
For me no more the vernal roſes bloom! 

I ſee ſtern fate his ebon wand diſplay, 
And point the wither'd. regions of the tomb. 


Then the keen anguiſh from. thine eye ſhall ſtart, 
Sad as thou follow'ſt my untimely bier ; 

« Fool that I was—if friends ſo ſoon muſt part, 
« To let ſuſpicion intermix a fear.” | 


ner . 


Declining an invitation to wiſit foreign countries, he 
takes occaſion to intimate the advantages of his: 
wn. þ G ; ? | 


To Lord Temple. 


WE others loſt to friendſhip, loſt to love, 
| Waſte their beſt minutes on a foreign ſtrand, 
Be mine, with Briti/h nymph or ſwain to rove, 
And court the genius of my native land. 


Deluded youth ! that quits theſe verdant plains, 
To catch the follies of an alien ſoil ! 

To win the vice his genuine ſoul diſdains, 
Return exultant, and import the ſpoil ! 

In vain he boaſts of his deteſted prize; 

No more it blooms to Britiſh climes convey'd, 

Cramp'd by the impulſe of ungenial ſkies, | 
dee its freſh vigour in a moment fade 


The 
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Th' exotic folly knows its native clime z » 
An awkward r, if we waft it o'er; 
Why then theſe toils, this coftly waſte of time, 
7 ſpread ſoft poiſon on our happy ſhore ? 


I covet not the pride of foreign dooms; 

In ſearch of foreign modes I ſcorn to rove; 
Nor for the worthleſs bird of brighter plumes, 
Would change the meaneſt warbler of my = 


No diſtant clime ſhall ſervile airs. impart, 
Or form theſe limbs with pliant eaſe to plays 
Trembling I view the Gau/?'s illuſive art, 
That ſteals my lov'd ruſticity away. 


Tis long ſince freedom fled th* Heſperian limes / 
Her citron- groves, her flow'r-embroider'd ſhorez 
She ſaw the Britiſb oak aſpire ſublime, 
And foft Campania's olive charms no more. 


Let partial ſuns mature the weſtern mine, 
To ſhed its luſtre o'er th* /berian maid ; 

Mien, beauty, ſhape, O native ſoil, are thine ; 
Thy peerleſs daughters ak no foreign aid, 


Let ® Ceylon's envy'd plant perfume the ſeas, 
Till torn to ſeaſon the Batavian bowl; 
Ours is the breaſt; whoſe genuine ardours pleaſe, 
Nor need a drug to meliorate the foul. 


Let the proud ſoldan wound th' Arcadian groves, _ 
Or with rude lips th' Honian fount profane; 
The muſe no more by flow'ry Ladon roves, 
She ſeeks her Thomſon on the Britiſh plain. 


Tell not of realms by ruthleſs war diſmay*d ; 

As hapleſs realms that war's oppreffion feel 
In vain may Auſtria boaſt her Noric blade, 
If Auſtria bleed beneath her. boaſted ſteel. 
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7 Beneath 


im ELEGHES. Eleg: XIV. 


Beneath her palm /dume vents her moan ; 
Raptur'd ſhe once beheld its friendly ſhade ! - 

And hoary Memphis boaſts her tombs alone, 
The mournful types of mighty pow'r decay'd ! 


No creſcent here diſplays its baneful horns ; 
No turban'd hoſt the voice of truth reproves ; 
Learning's free ſource the ſage's. breaſt adorns, . 

And poets, not inglorious, chant their loves. 


Boaſt, favour'd Media, boaſt thy flow'ry ſtores; 
Thy thouſand hues by chymic ſuns refin'd ; 
_ *Tis not the dreſs or mien my ſoul adores, 
_ ?*Tis the rich beauties of Britannia's mind. 
While * Grenville's breaſt could virtue's ſtores 
| afford, 
What envy'd flota bore ſo fair a freight * 
The mine compar'd in vain its latent hoard, 
The gem its luſtre, and the gold its weight, 


Thee, Grenville, thee with calmeſt courage fraught, 
Thee the lov'd image of thy native thore4 
Thee by the virtue's arm'd, the graces taught, 
When we ſhall ceaſe to boaſt, or to deplore ? 


Preſumptuous war, which could thy life deſtroy, . 

What ſhall it now in recompence decree? 
While friends that merit ev'ry earthly joy, 
Feel ev'ry anguiſh; feel the loſs of thee.. 


Bid me no more a ſervile realm compare, 
No more the muſe of partial praiſe arraign; 
FJritannia ſees no foreign breaſt ſo fair, 

And if ſhe glory, glories not in vain. 


o Written about the time of Captain Grenville's death. 
E LE G. X 


T LEGS = 
In memory of a private Family in Worceſterſhire. 


FRom a lone tow'r with rev'rend ivy crown'd, 
The pealing bell awak'd a tender ſigh; 

Still, as the village caught the waving ſound, 

A. ſwelling tear diſtream'd from ev'ry ey 


So droop'd, I ween, each Hriton's breaſt of old, 
When the dull curfeu ſpoke, their freedom fled ; 
For, ſighing as the mournful accent roll'd, 
Our bes they cry'd, our kind ſupport is dead ! 


Twas good Palemon —near a ſhaded pool, 
A group of ancient elms umbrageous roſe 3, 
The flocking rooks, by inſtinct's native rule 
This peaceful ſcene for their aſſylum choſe. 


A few ſmall ſpires, to Gothic fancy fair, 
Amid the —— emerging, ſtruck the view; 
Twas here his youth reſpir'd its earlieſt air; 
"Twas here his age breath'd out its laſt adieu. 


One favour'd ſon engag'd his tend'reſt care 
One pious youth his whole affection crown'd: 
In his young breaſt the virtues ſprung ſo fair, 
Such charms diſplay'd, ſuch ſweets diffus'd a- 
round. | nt 


* The Penn: of Harborough; a place whoſe name, in the 


Saxon language. alludes to an arm. And there is a tradition 
that there was a battle fought, on the downs adjoining, betwint 
the Britens and the Romans, | 
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36 E LE GIE S. Eleg. XV. 


But whilſt gay tranſport in his face appears, 

A noxious vapour clogs the poiſon'd ſky; 

Blaſts the fair crop - the fire is drown'd in tears, 
And, ſcarce ſurviving, ſees his Cynthio die! 


O'er the pale corſe we ſaw him gently bend; 
Heart-chill'd with grief—* My thread,“ he-cry'd; 
« is ſpun! | 
If Heav'n had meant I ſhould my life extend, 
Heav'n had preſerv'd my life's ſupport, my ſon. 


Snatch' d in thy prime, alas the ſtroke were mild! 
_ _ Had my frail form obey'd the fate's decree! 
Bleſs'd were my lot, O Cynthio ! O my child! 
Had Heav'n ſo pleas'd, and I had dy'd for thee ” 
Five ſleepleſs nights he ſtemm'd this tide of woes; 
Five irkſome ſuns he ſaw, through tears, forlorn ! 


On his pale corſe the ſixth ſad morning roſe; 
From yonder dome, the mournful bier was borne. 


*T was on thoſe “ downs, by Roman hoſts annoy'd, 
Fought our bold fathers; ruſtic, unrefin'd ! 

Freedom's plain ſons, in martial cares employ'd | 
They ting'd their bodies, but unmaſk'd their 


| | mind. | 
- Twas there, in happier times, this virtuous race, 
Of milder merit, fix'd their calm retreat; 
War's deadly crimſon had forſook the place, 
And freedom fondly lov'd the choſen ſeat. 


No wild ambition fir d their tranquil breaſt, 
To ſwell with empty ſounds a ſpotleſs name; 

If foſt' ring ſkies, the ſun, the ſhow'r were bleſt, 
Their bounty ſpread ; their fields extent the ſame. 


Thoſe fields, profuſe of raiment, food, and fire, 

They ſcorn'd to leſſen, careleſs to extend: G 
Bade luxury to laviſh courts aſpire, _ | 
And avarice to city breaſts deſcend. 


* Harborough Nowns. Noa! 
| ONE 


None to a virgin's mind preferr'd her dower; 
To fire with vitious hopes a modeſt heir: 
The fire, in place of titles, wealth, or power, 

Aſſign'd him virtue; and his lot was fair. 


They ſpoke of Fortune, as ſome doubtful dame, 
That ſway'd the natives of a diftant ſphere; 

From luere's vagrant ſons had learn'd her fame, 
But never wiſh'd to place her banners here. 


Here youth's free ſpirit, innocently gay, 

Enjoy'd the moſt that innocence can give 
Thoſe wholeſome ſweets, that border virtue's way 
Thoſe cooling fruits, that we may taſte and live, 


Their board no ſtrange ambiguous viand bore ; 


From their own ſtreams their choicer fare they 


drew, ? 3X 


To lure the ſcaly glutton to the ſhore, 
The ſole deceit their artleſs boſom knew 


Sincere themſelves, ah too ſecure to find 
The common boſom, like their own, ſincere ! 
*Tis its own guilt alarms the jealous mind; 
Tis her own poiſon bids the viper fear. 


Sketch'd on the lattice of th' adjacent fane, 
Their ſuppliant buſts implore the reader's pray'r; 
Ah gentle ſouls! enjoy your bliſsful reign, | 
And let frail mortals claim your guardian care. 


For ſure, to bliſsful realms the ſouls are flown, 
That never flatter'd, injur'd, cenfur'd, ſtrove ; 

The friends of ſcience ! muſic, all their own; 

Muſic, the voice of virtue, and of love 


The journeying peaſant, thro? the ſecret ſhade, 
Heard their ſoft lyres engage his liſt' ning ear; 

And haply deem'd ſome courteous angel play d; 
No angel play'd—but might with tranſport hear. 
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38 FILE GIES. Eleg. XVI. 
For theſe the ſounds that chaſe unholy ſtrife ! 


Solve envy's charm, ambition's wretch releaſe 1 


Raiſe him to ſpurn the radiant ills of life, 
To pity pomp, to be content with peace. 


Farewell, pure ſpirits ! vain the praiſe we give, 


be praiſe you ſought from lips angelic flows; 
Farewell! the virtues which deſerve to live, 
Deſerve an ampler bliſs than life beſtows. 


Laſt of his race, Palemon, now no more 


The modeſt merit of his line diſplay'd ; 
Then pious Haugh Vigornia's mitre wore— 


Zoff ſleep the duſt of each deſerving ſhade. 


— 


ELEGY XVI. 


He ſuggeſts the advantages of birth 10 4 perſon of 


merit, and the folly of a ſuperciliouſneſs that is 
built upon that ſole foundation. 


| | 73 WH genius grac'd with lineal ſplendour glows, 


When title fhines, with ambient virtues 
crown'd; | 8 | | 
Like ſome fair almond's flow'ry pomp it ſhews, 
The pride, the perfume of the regions round. 


T 1en learn, ye fair! te ſoften ſplendour's ray; 
Endure the ſwain, the youth of low degree; 
Let meekneſs join'd its temp'rate beam diſplay 
Tis the mild verdure that endears the tree. 


Pity the ſandal'd ſwain, the ſhepherd's boy; 
He fighs to brighten a neglected name; 


| Foe to the dull appulſe of vulgar joy, 


He mourns his lot; he withes, merit's fame. 


In - 


Eleg. XVI. ELEGIES. 
In vain to groves and pathleſs vales we fly; 
Ambition there the bow'ry haunt invades; 


Fame's awful rays fatigue the courtier's eye, 
But gleam ſtill lovely thro” the checquer'd ſhades, 


Vainly, to guardom love's unequal chain, 
Has fortune reaAr'd us in the rural grove; 

Should s eyes illume the deſart plain, 

Ev'n I may wonder, and ev'n I muſt love. 


Nor unregarded ſighs the lowly hind; | 
Though you contemn, the gods reſpect his vow z 

Vindictive rage awaits the ſcornful mind, _ 
And vengeance, too ſevere ! the gods allow. 


On Sarum's plain I met a wand'ring fair; 

The look of ſorrow, lovely ſtill the bore : 

L Looſe flow'd the ſoft redundance of her hair, 
And, on her brow, a flow'ry wreath ſhe wore, 


Oft ſtooping as ſhe ſtray'd, ſhe cull'd the pride 
Of ev'ry plain; ſhe pillag'd ev'ry grove ! 

The fading chaplet daily the ſupply'd, 
And {till her hand ſome various garland wove. 


- Erroneous fancy ſhap'd her wild attire; 
From Bethlem's walls the poor lymphatic ſtray'd 
Seem'd with her air her accent to conſpire, _ 


When, as wild fancy taught her, thus ſhe ſaid: 


Hear me, dear youth! oh hear an hapleſs maid, 
_ _ Sprung from the ſcepter'd line of ancient kings 
Scorn'd by the world, I afk thy tender aid 
Thy gentle voice ſhall whiſper kinder things, 


The world is frantic fly the race profane 
Nor I, nor you, ſhall its compaſſion move; 
Come friendly let us wander, and complain, 


And tell me, fhepherd! haft thou ſeen my love? 
i 


49 | E L E G I ES. Eleg. XVI. 
My love is young but other loves are young; 
And other loves are fair, and ſo is mine: 


An air divine diſcloſes whence he ſprung; 
He is my love, who boaſts that air divine. 


No vulgar Damon robs me of mm; reſt, 
. Janthe liftens to no vulgar vom; 
A prince, from gods deſcended, fires her breaſt ; 
A brilliant crown diſtinguiſhes his brow. 


What, ſhall I ſtain the glories of my race? | 
More clear, more lovely bright than Heſper's 
The porc'lain pure with vulgar dirt debaſe ? 
Or mix with puddle the pellucid ſtream ? 


See thro? theſe veins the ſapphire current ſhine ! 
"Twas 7ove's own nectar gave th' ethereal hue: 
Can baſe plebeian forms contend with mine ! 
' Diſplay the lovely white, or match the blue? 


The painter ſtrove to trace its azure - ray; 
He chang'd his colours, and in vain he ſtrove; 
He frown'd—1 ſmiling view'd the faint eſſay; 
Poor youth, he little knew it flow'd from ove. 


Pitying his toil, the wondrous truth I told; 

_ How am'rous Fove trepann'd a mortal fair; 

Ho thro? the race the gen'rous current roll'd, 
And mocks the poet's art, and painter's care. 


Yes, from the gods, from earlieſt Saturn, ſprung 
Our ſacred race; thro' demi-gods convey'd; | 
And he, ally'd to Phebus, ever young, 
My god-like boy, muſt wed their duteous maid. 


Oft, when a mortal vow profanes my ear, 
My fire's dread fury murmurs thro! the {ky ; 
And ſhould I yield, —his inſtant rage appears, 
He darts th' uplifted 1 I die. 
1H | VV Have 


reg, XVII. ELEGIES. 41 


Have you not heard unwonted thunders roll ! 


Have you not ſeen more horrid lightnings glare! 


Twas then a vulgar love enſnar'd my ſoul; 
Twas then— I hardly ſcap'd the fatal ſnare. 


. ?Twas then a peaſant pour'd his am'rous vow, 
All as I liſten'd to his vulgar ſtrain z— _ 

Yet ſuch his beauty—would my birth allow, 
Dear were the youth, and bliſsful were the plain. 


But oh! I faint ! why waſtes my vernal bloom, 

In fruitleſs ſearches ever doom'd to rove ? 

My nightly dreams the toilſome path reſume, 
And ] ſhall die—beforeT find my love. 


When laſt I ſlept, methought my raviſh'd eye 
On diſtant heaths his radiant form ſurvey'd ; 
Tho' night's thick clouds encompals'd all the-iky, , 


The gems that bound his brow diſpell'd the*ſhade, 


O how this boſom kindled at the fight! 

| Led by their beams I urg'd the pleaſing chace; 

Till, on a ſudden, theſe with-held their light— 
All, all things envy the ſublime embrace. 


But now no more—behind the diſtant grove, - 


Wanders my deſtin'd youth, and chides my ſtay; 


See, ſee ! he graſps the ſteel—forbear my love 
lanthe comes; thy princeſs haſtes away.“ 


Scornful ſhe ſpoke, and, heedleſs of reply, 
I he lovely maniac bounded o'er the plain 
The piteous victim of an angry ſky! 
Ah me! the victim of her proud diſdain ! 


ts” ELEOT 


i ELEGIES. Fleg. XVI. 


ODEO KOO EK Eke 
"TLEGYT xn 


He indulges the ſuggeſtions of Spleen : An elegy to the 


Winds. 


Hole, namque tibi divum pater atque hominum rex 
Et mulcere dedit mentes et tollere vento. 


Tern monarch of the winds, admit my pray'r ! 
A while thy fury check, thy ſtorms confine ! 
No trivial blaſt impells the paſſive air, 
But brews a tempeſt in a breaſt like mine. 


What bands of black ideas ſpread their wings ! 
The peaceful regions of content invade ! 

With deadly poiſon taint the cryſtal ſprings !_ 
With noiſome vapour blaſt the verdant ſhade ! 


I know their leader, Spleen ; and dread the ſway 
Of rigid Eurus, his deteſted fire ; | | 
Thro*.one my bloſſoms and my fruits decay; 
Thro' one my pleaſures and my hopes expire. 


Like ſome pale ſtripling, when his icy way 
Relenting yields beneath the noon-tide beam, 

I ſtand aghaſt; and chill'd with fear ſurvey 
How far I've tempted life's deceitful ſtream |, 


Where by remorſe impell'd, repuls'd by fears, 
Shall wretched fancy a retreat explore ? 

She flies the ſad preſage of coming years, 
And ſorr'wing dwells on pleaſures now no more! 


Again with patrons and with friends ſhe roves 
But friends and patrons never to return! 


She ſees the nymphs, the graces, and the loves, 
But ſees them weeping o'er Lucinda's urn. 1 


Fg. VI. ELEGIES. _ if 
She viſits, Je! thy forſaken ſtream, | 
Ohill fotſpken for Bœotian air | 


She deems Ho flood reftetts ſo bright a beam, 
No reed ſo verdant, and no flow'rs ſo fair. 


She dreams beneath thy ſacred ſhades were peace, 
Thy bays might ev'n the civil ſtorm repell; 

Reviews thy ſocial bliſs, thy learned eaſe, 5 
And with no cheerful accent cries, Farewell ! 


Farewell, with whom to theſe retreats I ſtray d! 
By youthful ſports, by youthful toils ally'd ! 
Joyous we ſojourn'd in thy circling ſhade, 
And wept to find the paths of life divide. 


She paints the progreſs of my rival's vow 3: 1 
Sees ev'ry muſe a partial ear incline 

Binds with luxuriant bays his favour'd brow, 
Nor yields the refuſe of his wreath to mine. - 


| She bids the flatt'ring mirrour, form'd to pleaſe, . 
|. Now blaſt my hope, now vindicate deſpair ; 
Bids my fond verſe the love-ſick parley ceaſe; 
Accuſe my rigid fate, acquit my fair. 


Where circling rocks defend ſome pathleſs vale, ., 
Superfluous mortal, let me ever rove! - 
Alas! there echo will repeat the tale 


Where ſhall I find the ſilent ſcenes I love? 


Faia would I mourn my-luckleſs fate alone; 
Forbid to pleaſe, yet fated to admire z 

Away my friends ! my ſorrows are my own ; 
Why thould I breathe-around my ſick defire 3a 


Bear me, ye winds, indulgent to my pains, 
Near fome fad ruin's ghaſtly ſhade to dwell! _ _ 
There let me fondly eye the rude remains, . 
And from the mould'ring refuſe build my cell! 


Genius of Rome ! thy proſtrate pomp diſplay ! 
Trace ev'ry diſmat proof of fortune's pow'r  . 
Txt me the wreck of theatres ſurvey, 
Or penſive fit beneath ſome nodding tow'r. 
| B Cer . 
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Or where ſome duct, by rolling ſeaſons worn, 
Convey'd pure ſtreams to Rome's imperial wall, 
Near the wide breach, in ſilence let mè mourn; 
Or tune my dirgies to the water's fall. 


Genius of Carthage! paint thy ruin'd pride; 
Tow'rs, arches, fanes, in wild confuſion ſtrown; 

Let baniſh'd “ Marius, low'ring by thy ſide, 
Compare thy fickle fortunes with his own. 


Ah no! thou monarch of the ſtorms ! forbear ; 
My trembling nerves abhor thy rude controul ; 

And ſcarce a pleafing twilight ſoothes my care, 
Ere one vaſt death like darkneſs ſhocks my ſoul. 


| Forbear thy rage—on no perennial baſe 


Is built frail fear, or hope's deceitful pile: 
My pains are fled—my joy reſumes its place, 
Should the ſky brighten, or Mela ſmile. 


PO EE CEN EIN UE EIN CLI CIC 


E LE GIT XVIII. 


| He repeats the ſong of Colin, a diſcerning ſhepherd ; 


lamenting the ftate of the woollen. manufattery. 


Ergo omni ſtudio glaciem ventoſque nivales, 
Duo minus eft illis cure mortalis egeſtas, 
Avertes : victumque feres. Virg. 


Ear Avon's bank, on Arden's flow'ry plain, 
A + tuneful ſhepherd charm'd the liſt'ning 
5 wave; | 
And ſunny Cotfel fondly lov'd the ftram; 
Yet not a garland crowns the ſhepherd's grave! 


nmopemque vitam in tugurio ruinarum Carthaginenſium to- 


A ter alteri poſſent eſſe ſolatio. Liv. 
+ Mr Same rvi lle. N 


1 avit, cum Marius A rc Carthaginem, illa intuens Marium 


Oh 


Eleg. XVIII. ELEGIES. * 
Oh loſt Ophelia! fpoothly flow'd the day, 
To feel his muſic with my flames agree | 
To taſte the beautidF# of his melting lay, 
To taſte, and fancy it was dear to thee ! 


When, for his tomb, with each revolving year, 
I ſteal the muſk-roſe from the ſcented brake, 

I ſtrew my cowlſlips, and I pay my tear, 
I'll add the myrtle for Ophena's fake. 


Shiv'ring beneath a leafleſs thorn he lay, | 
When death's chill rigour ſciz'd his flowing: 


tongue; | 


The more I found his falt'ring notes decay, 
The more pathetic truth ſublim'd the ſong. 
“Adieu my flocks,” he ſaid! © my wonted care 
By ſunny mountain, or by verdant ſhore | _ 
May ſome more happy hand your fold prepare, 
And may you need your Colin's crook no more. 


And you, ye ſhepherds! lead my gentle ſheep; 
To breezy hills, or leafy ſhelters lead; 

But if the ſky with ſhow'rs inceſſant weep, 
Avoid the putrid moiſture of the mead. 


Where the wild thyme perfumes the purpl'd heath, 


Long loit'ring there your fleecy tribes extend 
But what avail the maxims I bequeath ! 
The fruitleſs gift of an officious friend! 


Ah! what avails the tim'rous lambs to guard, 
Tho nightly cares with daily labours join! 
If foreign floth obtain the rich reward, 

If Gallia's craft the pond'rous fleece purloin! 


Was it for this, by conſtant vigils worn, 

I met the terrors of an early grave? | 

For this, I led them from the pointed thorn ? 
For this I bath'd 'em in the lucid wave ? 
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Oft have 1 hurry'd down the rocky ſteep, 


Will no bright maid, by worth, by titles known, 


„  ELEGTES:: eg. ivim 


Ah heedleſs Albion! too —__ prone 


Thy blood to lavifh, and thy grealth reſign ! 
Shall ev'ry other virtue grace 14 r 
But quick- ey d prudence never yet be thine? 


From the fair natives of this peerleſs hill 


Thou gav'ſt the ſheep that browze 7berian plains ;_ 


Their plaintive cries the faithleſs region fill, 


Their fleece adorns an haughty foc's domains. 


Ill-fated flocks ! from cliff to cliff they ſtray; 
Far from their dams, their native guardians far ! 


Where the ſoft ſhepherd, all the livelong day, 


Chants his proud miſtreſs to his hoarfe guitar. 


But Albion's youth her native fleece deſpiſe; 
Unmov*'d they hear the pining ſhepherd's moan ;. 
In filky folds each nervous limb diſguiſe, | 

Allur'd by ev'ry treaſure but their own, = 


Anxious, to ſee the wint'ry tempeſt drive; 
Preſerve, ſaid I, preſerve your fleece, my ſheep! 
Ere long wilt Phillis, will my love arrive. 


Ere long ſhe came: ah! wo is me, ſhe came! 


_ Rob'd in the Gallic loom's extraneous twine : 
For gifts like theſe they give their ſpotleſs fame, 
Reſign their bloom, their innocence. reſign. 


Give the rich growth of Brit hills to fame? 


And let her charms and her example own 


That virtue's dreſs, and beauty's are the ſame *' 


Will no fam'd chief ſupport this gen'rous maid „ 
Once more the patriot's arduous path reſume? 


And, comely from his native plains array'd, 


Speak; future glory to the Britiſh loom ? 


What pow'r unſeen my raviſh'd fancy fires ?” 


I pierce the dreary ſhade of future days; 
Sure ?tis the genius of the land inſpires, 
To breathe my lateſt breath in “ * * praiſe. 5 
. | | 5 
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O might my breath for * * * praiſe ſuffice, 

_ How gently ſhould my dying limbs repoſe ! 

O might his future glory bleſs mine eyes, > 
My raviſh'd eyes! how calmly would they cloſe }: 


* * ® was born to ſpread the gen'ral joy; 
By virtue rapt, by party uncontroul'd ; 
_ Britons for Britain ſhall the crook employ: _ 
_ Britons for Britain's glory ſhear the fold.“ 


E LE GN 21x. 
Written in Spring 1743. 


Gain the lab'ring hind inverts the ſoil; 
Again the merchant ploughs the tumid wave; 
Another ſpring renews the ſoldier's toil, 
And finds me vacant in the rural cave. 


As the ſoft lyre diſplay'd my wonted loves, 
The penſive ng. and the tender pain, 
The ſordid Alpheus hurry'd thro? my groves; 

Yet ſtopt to vent the dictates of diſdain. 


He glanc'd contemptuous o'er my ruin'd fold; 
He blam'd the graces of my fav'rite bow'r; 
My breaſt, unſully'd by the luſt of gold; 
My time, unlaviſh'd in purſuit of pow'r. 


Yes, Alpheus! fly the purer paths of fate: 
Abjure theſe ſcenes from venal paſſions free; 

Know, in this grove, I vow'd perpetual hate, 
War, endleſs war, with lucre and with thee. 


Here nobly zealous, in my youthful hours, 

I dreſs'd an altar to Thalra's name: 
Here, as I crown'd the verdant ſhrine with flow'rs, 
Soft on my labours ſtole the ſmiling dame. 6, 
8 | | Damon, 
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Damon, ſhe cry'd, if pleas'd with honeſt praiſe, 
Thou court ſucceſs by virtue or by ſong, 
Fly the falſe dictates of the venal race; 

Fly the groſs accents of the venal tongue. 


' Swear that ao Mere ſhall thy zeal betray 3 
Swerve not thy foot with Fortune's votries more; 

Brand thou their lives, and brand their lifeleſs day— 
The winning phantom urg'd me, and I ſwore. 


Forth from the ruſtic altar ſwift 1 ſtray'd, 
Aid my firm purpoſe, ye celeſtial pow'rs ! 
Aid me to quell the ſordid breaſt,” L ſaid; 
And * threw my jav'lin tow'rds their hoſtile- 
tow'rs. : 


{ Think not regretful I 3 the deed, 
Or added years no more the zeal allow 3 

Still, ſtill obſervant to the grove I ſpeed, 
The ſhrine embelliſh, and repeat the vow. 


Svorn from his cradle Rome's relentleſs foe; 
SGauch gen'rous hate the + Punic champion bore; 
Thy lake, O Thraſmmene ] beheld it glow, 

And Cannæ 8. walls, and Trebia's crimſon ſhore. 


MW. - 


But let grave annals paint the warriour's fame; 
Flair ſhine his arms, in hiſtory enroll'd ; 
| Whilſt humbler lyres his civil worth. proclaim, 
His nobler hate of avarice and gold, — 


Now Punic pride its final eve ſurvey'd; 
Its hoſts. exhauſted, and its fleets on fre; 
Patient the victor's turid frown obey'd, 
And ſaw th' unwilling elephants retire. 


But when their gold depreſs'd the yielding ſcale, 
Their gold 1 in-pyramidic plenty pil'd, 

He ſaw th' unutterable grief prevail; 
He ſaw their mo and, in his fury, 6 ſmil'd. 


” The Rowen ceremony in declaring « war. 
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Think not, he cry'd, ye view the ſwiles of eaſe, 
Or this firm breaſt diſclaims a patriot's pain ; 

1 1 but from a ſoul eſtrang'd to peace, 
Frantic with grief, delirious with diſdain! : 


But were it cord this deteſted ſmile, $7 
| Seems it leſs tiqgely than the grief ye ſhow! 
O ſons of Carthage! grant me to revile 

The ſordid ſource of your indecent wo! 


Why weep ye now! ye ſaw with tearleſs eye 

When your fleet periſh'd on the Punic wave: 
Where lurk'd the coward tear, the lazy figh, 

When Tyre's imperial ſtate commenc'd a flave . 


"Tis paſt—O Carthage vanquiſh'd! honour'd ſhade! 
Go, the mean ſorrows of thy ſons deplore : 
Had freedom fhar'd the vow to fortune paid. 
She ne'er, like fortune, had forſook thy ſhore.” 


He ceas'd—abaſh'd the conſcious audience hear; 

Their pallid cheeks a crimſon bluſh unfold ; 
Yet o'er that virtuous bluſh diſtreams a tear, 

And falling moiſtens their abandon'd gold“. 


JJ. ³˙ . !:! 8 . 
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He compares his humble fortune with the adiftreſs of 
others; and his ſubjection to Delia, with the mi- 
ſerable ſervitude of an African /lave. 


\ \ THY droops this heart, with fancy'd woes for: 5 
lorn ? 

Why ſinks my ſoul beneath each wint'ry ky? 

What penſive re by ceaſelefs labours worn, 

What myriads, wiſh to be as bleſs'd as I! 


. By the terms forced upon the Carthaginzans by Scipio, they 
were to deliver up all 11 elephants, and to IP near two mil- 


ont Sterling. 
What 


— 


_—_ 260.50: #3. . : 
* 1 90 * N 7 * 
1 


What tho“ my roofs devoid of pomp ariſe, 
Nor tempt the proud to quit his deſtin'd way ? 

Nor coſtly art my flow'ry dales diſguiſe, | 

Where only ſimple friendſhip deigns to ſtray ? 


See the wild ſons of Lapland”s mM domain, | 
That ſcoop their couch beneathghe drifted ſnows! 
How void of hope they ken the frozen plain, 
Where the ſharp eaſt for ever, ever blows ! 
Slave tho? I be, to Delia's eyes a flave, 
My Delia's eyes endear the bands I wear; 
The ſigh ſhe cauſes well becomes the brave, 
The pang ſhe caufes, tis ev'n bliſs to bear. 


See the poor native quit the Lybian ſhores, 
Ah! not in love's delightful fetters bound! 
No radiant ſmile his dying peace reſtores, 
Nor love, nor fame, nor friendſhip heals his 
Jo, Dh ens | 


Let vacant bards diſplay their boaſted woes, 
Shall T the mockery of grief diſplay ? 

No, let the muſe his piercing pangs diſcloſe, 

Who bleeds and weeps kis ſum of life away! 


On the wild beach in mournful guiſe he ſtood, 
Ere the fhrill boatſwain gave the hated ſign; 
He dropt a tear unſeen into the flood ; 
He ſtole one ſecret moment to repine. 
Yet the muſe liſten'd to the plaints he made; 
Such moving plaints as nature could inſpire z 
To me the mule his tender plea convey'd, 
But ſmooth'd, and ſuited to the ſounding lyre, 
©* Why am I raviſh'd from my native ſtrand ? 
What ſavage race protects this impious gain? 
Shall foreign plagues infeſt this teeming land, 
And more than ſea-born monſters plough the 


main? | ; 
| | Here 
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Here the dire locuſts horrid ſwarms prevail; Eo | | 


_ Here the blue aſps with livid poiſon ſwell; 
Here the dry dipſa writhes his ſinuous mail; 


Can we not here, ſecure from envy, dwell? „ 
When the grim lion urg'd his cruel chace, | 1 
When the ſtern panther ſought his midnight- "i 
What fate reſerv'd me for this * Chriſtian race? 8 


O race more poliſh'd, more ſevere than they 


Ye prouling wolves, purſue my lateſt cries ! 
Thou hungry tyger, leave thy reeking den |! 

Fe fandy waſtes, in rapid eddies riſe! 

O tear me from the whips and ſcorns of men! 


Yet in their face ſuperior beauty glows; 

Are ſmiles the mien of rapine and of wrong ? 
Yet from their lip the voice of mercy flows, 

And ev'n religion dwells upon their tongue. 


Of bliſsful haunts they tell, and brighter climes, 
Where gentle minds convey'd by death repair, 
But ſtain'd with blood, and crimſon'd o'er with crimes, 

Say, ſhall they merit what they paint ſo fair? 


No, careleſs, hopeleſs of thoſe fertile plains, 

Rich by our toils, and by our ſorrows gay, 

They ply our labours, .and enhance our pains, 
And feign theſe diſtant regions to repay. 


For them our tuſky elephant expires 


For them we drain'the mine's embowel'd gold; 
Where rove the brutal nations wild deſires ?— _ 
Our limbs are purchas'd, and our life is ſold! 


Yet ſhores there are, bleſs'd ſhores for us remain, 
And favour'd iſles with golden fruitage crown'd, 
Where tufted flow'rets paint the verdant plain, 
Where ev'ry breeze ſhall med'cine ev'ry wound. 
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5 Spoke by a Savage. | 5 | | 3 | 1 1 
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There the ſtern tyrant that ecabiters eo 1 
Shall, vainly ſuppliant, ſpread his aſking hand; | 


There hall we view the billow's raging ſtrife, 
Aid pers, and waft his boat to land. 


4 


ELEGY, XXI. 


| Taking « a view of the country . his n he 
is led to meditate on the character of the ancient 
Britons. Written at the time of a rumoured tax 


 t/pon luxury, 1746. 


T Hus Donny ſung—What though unknown to 
raiſe 
Dea, coverts hide my muſe and me; 
Or ' mid the rural ſhepherds, flow my days, 
Amid the rural ſhepherds, Iam free. 


To view ſleek vaſſals croud a ſtately hall, 


Say, ſhould I grow myſelf a 3 3 


To find thy tints, O Titian! grace my wall, 


Forego the flow'ry fields my fortune gave? 


Lord of my time, my devious path I bend, 


'Thro' fringy woodland, or ſmooth- ſhaves hon; | 
Or penfile p Bob or airy cliff aſcend, 
And hail the ſcene by nature's pencil drawn. 


Thanks be to fate—though nor the 12 8 


Nor fatt' ning olive clothe the fields 


Sequeſter d ſhades, and gurgling founts are 5 


And ev'ry ſylvan grot the muſes love. 


Here if my viſta point the mould'rin ring pile, 
Where hood and cowl devotion's aſpect wore, 


\- I trace the tott'ring reliques with a ſmile, 


To thick * mental — is ho more! 
| E Feu d, 


Pm 


N * - "4; 4 + is N 
* 1 N 5 * : nel 6 | 
y - s . 
* a" * ** * Sc 
” & hs 5 Fr «> $< » % 
w_—_— p_ 


Neg. . LF CITE. 53. 
- I Pleas'd, if the glowing landſcape wave with corn 
Wo Or the talb oaks, my country's bulwark, riſe; 
7 Pleas d, if mine eye, o'cr thouſand valleys borne, 
7 Diſcern the Cambrian hills ſupport the ſxies. 
And ſee Plinlimmon / ev'n the youthful fight - * 

„SG cakes the proud hills ethereal cliffs with pain! 
Boch Caereenradec/ thy ſtupendous height, 

Whoſe ample ſhade obſcures th? lernian main. 

— | "4A PW =_ Y XS 5 : 

Bleak, joyleſs regions ! where, by {cience fir'd, | 
he Some prying {age his lonely ſtep may bend; 
nt There, by the love of novel plants inipir'd, 1 


4 : 
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2x Invidious view the clam' ring goats aicead. __ ? 


Yet for thoſe mountains, elad with laſting ſnow, 
The free-bora Briton left his greeneſt mead z - 
Receding ſullen from his mightier fo, ; 
For here he faw Fair Liberty recede. 
Then if a chief perform'd a patriot's part, 
- Suſtain!d her drooping ſons, repell d her foes, _ 
Above or Perſian Iuxe, or rie art, 
Ik) he rude majeſtic monument aroſe. He 


Progreffive-ages carol'd forth his fame; © $i 


_ Sires, to his praiſe, attun'd their children'stongue a 7 
The hoary druid fed the gen'rous lame, + 
While, in'fuch ſtrains, the rev'rend wizard ſung. 


> W. 


Your gods expell'd, your liberty reſign d? 
| Go forth, my ſons !—for what is inſtant death 
To ſouls fee perennial joys to find? 


For ſcerſes there are, unknown to war or pain, 
Where drops the balm that heals a tyrant's wound 
Where patriots, bleſt with boundleſs freedom, reign, 
With miſletoe's myſterious garlands crown'd. 
Such are the names that grace your myſtic ſongs; _ 
Your ſolemn woods reſound their martial fire; 
To you, my ſons, the ritual meed belongs, 
Ir in the cauſe you vanquiſh, or expire. 


* 
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* Go forth, my ſons! for what is vital breath, Cad 


Hark! 
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54 ELEGIES. Eleg. XXII. 
Hark! from the ſacred oak that crowns the groves 
What awful voice my raptur'd boſom warms !_ 
This is the favour'd moment Heav'n approves, 
Sound the ſhrill trump; this inſtant, ſound to arms,” 


Theirs was the ſcience of a martial race, 
To ſhape the lance, or decorate the ſhield ; 

Ev'n the fiir virgin ſtain'd her native grace, 
To give new horrors to the tented field. 


Now, for ſome cheek where guilty bluſhes glow, 
For ſome falſe Florimel's impure diſguiſe, 
The liſted youth, nor war's loud ſignal know, 
Nor virtue's call, nor fame's imperial prize. 


Then if ſoft concord lull'd their fears to ſleep, 
Inert and filent flept the manly car; 
But ruſh'd horrific o'er the fearful ſteep, 


If freedom's awful clarion breath'd to war. 


Now the ſleek courtier, indolent and vain, 
| _ Thron'd in the ſplendid carriage glides ſupine; 
To taint his virtue with a foreign ſtrain, 
Or at a fav'rite's board his faith reſign. 
Leave then, O Luxury ! this happy ſoil! 
Chaſe her, Britannia, to ſome hoſtile ſhore ! 


Or“ fleece the baneful peſt with annual ſpoil, 
And let thy virtuous offspring weep no more. 


CCC 

| ECERY AIRY 

Written in the year ——\, when the rights of ſepul- 

ture were ſo frequently violated, 

SAN, gentle ſleep, that lov'ſt the gloom of night, 
Parent of dreams ! thou great magician, ſay, 


Whence my late viſion thus endures the light ; 
Thus haunts my fancy thro” the glare of day. 


. Alludes to a tax upon luxury, then in debate. 
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\ Neg. XXII. EL, E G 1 E We 55 
The filent moon had ſcal'd the vaulted ſkies, 
And anxious care reſign'd my limbs to reft; 
A ſudden luſtre ſtruck my wond'ring eyes, 
And Sylvia ſtood before my couch confeſt. 
Ah! not the nymph ſo blooming and ſo gay, 
That led the dance beneath the feſtive ſhade ! 


But ſhe that, in the OT of her day, ; 
Intomb'd beneath the grais-green ſod was laid. 


No more her eyes their wonted radiance caſt; 


No more her breaſt inſpir'd the lover's flame, 


No more her cheek the Pæſtan roſe ſurpaſt; 
Let ſeem' d her lip's ethereal ſmile the ſame. 


Nor ſuch her hair as deck'd her living face; 
Nor ſuch her voice as charm'd the liit' ning croud 3- 
Nor ſuch her dreſs as heighten'd ev'ry grace; 
Alas! all vaniſh'd for the mournful ſhroud ! 


| Yet ſeem'd her lip's ethereal charm the ſame; 

That dear diſtinction ev'ry doubt remov' d;, 
Pecith the lover, whoſe imperfect flame 

Forgets one-fcature of the nymph he lov'd. 


« Damon,” ſhe ſaid, mine hour allotted flies; 
Oh! do not waſte it with a fruitleſs tear 

N to ſee thy Sylvia's pale diſguiſe, 
Suſpend thy ſorrow, and attentive hcar. 


» * 
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90 may thy muſe with virtuous fame be bleſt! 
90 be thy love with mutual love repaid ! 
So may thy bones in ſacred filence reſt, 
Faſt by the relics of fome happier maid! 
Thou know'ſt, how ling'ring on-a diſtant ſhore 
Diſeaſe invidious nipt my flow ry prime; 
And oh ! what pangs my tender boſom tore, 
To think I ne'er muſt view my native clime 
No friend was near to raiſe my droqping head ;. 
No dear companion wept to fee me die; 


Lodge me within my native ſoil, I-faid ; 


Where my fond parents honour d iulcs lie: 
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'Tho? now debarr'd of each domeſtic tear; 


Dreads the dire outrage of inhuman foes. 


Unknown, forgot, I meet the fatal blow ; ; 
There many a friend ſhall grace my woful bier, 
And many a ſigh ſhall riſe, and tear ſhall flow, 


I ſpoke, nor fate forbore his rTP ; 


Some venal mourner lent his careleſs aid; 
And ſoon they bore me to my native ſoil, 
Where my fond parents dear remains were laid. 


*T was then the youths, from ev'ry plain and grove, 
Adorn'd with mournful verſe thy Sylvia's bier; 
'Iwas then the nymphs their votive garlands wove, 
And ſtrew'd the fragrance of the youthful year. 


But why, alas! the tender ſcene diſplay ? 


Could Damon's foot the pious path decline ? 


Ah no! 'twas Damon firſt attun'd his lay, 


And ſure no ſonnet was ſo dear as thine. 


Thus was I boſom'd in the peaceful grave; 
My placid ghoſt no longer wept its doom; 

When ſavage robbers ev'ry ſanction brave, 

And with outrageous guilt defraud the tomb! 


Shall my poor corſe, from hoſtile realms convey'd, 


Loſe the cheap portion of my native ſands ? 


. Or, in my kindred's dear embraces laid, 


Mourn the vile ravage of barbarian hands ? 


Say, would thy breaſt no death-like torture feel, 


'To ſee my limbs the felon's grip obey ? 


| Jo ſee them gaſh'd beneath the daring ſteel ? 


- To crouds a ſpectre, and to dogs a prey ? 


If Pzar's ſons theſe horrid rites require, 
If health's fair ſcience be by thele refin'd, 


Let guilty convicts for their uſe expire, 


And let their breathleſs corſe avail mankind. 


Yet hard it ſeems, when guilt's laſt fine is paid, 
Jo fee the victim's corſe deny'd repoſe! 
Now, more ſevere! the poor offenceleſs maid 


Where 
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Neg. XXII. ELEGIES. 57 
Where is the faith of ancient Pagans fled ? 
Where the fond care the wand'ring manes claim? 


Na ture, inſtinctive, cries, Protect the dead, 
i And ſacred be their aſhes, and their fame. 


Ariſe, dear youth ! ev'n now the danger calls; 

Ev'n now the villain ſnuffs his wonted prey; 
Seel ſee! I lead thee to you? ſacred walls—— = 
5 Ohl fly to chaſe theſe human wolves away.“ 


. oi I ob ot po > 
ELEGY XXII 
Reflections ſuggeſted by his ſituation. 


nown'd, 
I take my plaintive reed, and range the grove, 
And raiſe my lay, and bid the rocks refound 
The ſavage force of empire, and of love. 


Faſt by the centre of yon” various wilde. 
Where ſpreading oaks embow'r a Gothic fane; 
Kendrida's arts a brother's youth beguil'd; 
There nature urg'd her tend'reſt pleas in vain. 


Soft o'er his birth, and o'er his infant-hours, 
Th? ambitious maid could ev'ry care employ z 
Then with aſſiduous fondneſs cropt the flow'rs, 
| To deck the cradle of the princely boy. 


But ſoon the boſom's pleaſing calm is flown; 
Love fires her breaſt ; the ſultry paſſions riſe 

A favour'd lover ſeeks the Mercian throne, 
And views her Kenelm with a rival's eyes. 


2, © Kenelm in the Saxon heptarchy was heir to the kingdom of 
Mercia ; but being very young at his father's death, was, by the 


life together. The body was found in a piece of ground near 
the top of Clert hill, exactly facing Mr Sherſtone's houſe: near 
which place a church was afterwards erected to his memory, ſtill 
_ uſed for divine worſhip, and called St Kenelm's. Sce Plots His 
| Kory of Stafford/bire. 85 . = by: 
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Orn near the ſcene for * Kenelm's fate re- 
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_ artifices of his ſiſter and her lover, deprived of his crown and 
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How kind were fortune, and how juſt were fate, 
Would fate or fortune Mercia's heir remove £ 


| How ſweet to revel on the couch of ſtate ! 


To crown at once her lover, and her love! 


” See, garniſh'd for the chace, the fraudful maid ; 


To theſe lone hills direct his devious way; 
The youth, all prone, the fiſter guide obey'd, 
Ill-fated youth! : himſelf the deſtin'd prey. 


But now, nor ſhaggy hill, nor pathleſs plain, 
Forms the lone refuge of the filvan game; 


Since Lyttieton has crown'd the ſweet domain 


With ſofter pleaſures, and with fairer fame. 


Where the rough bowman urg'd his heedlong ſeed, 


Immortal bards, a pol{tfd race, retire; 


And where hoarſe ſcream'd the ſtrepent horn, ſuc- 


The melting graces of no vulgar lyre. [ceed 


See Thomſon, loit'ring near ſome limped well, 

For Britain's friend the verdant wreath prepare! 
Or, ſtudious of revolving ſeaſons, tell 

How peerleſs Lucia made all ſeaſons fair 


Sce from civic garlands fly, 
And in theſe groves indulge his tuneful vein! 


Or from you” ſummit, with a guardian's eye, 


Obſerve how freedom's hand attires the plain ! 


Here Pope !—ah never muſt that tow'ring mind 


To his lov'd haunts, or dearer friend, return! 


What art! what friendſhips ! oh | what fame 


refign'd ! + 
[rp yonder glade I trace his 1 urn. | 


aWhere is the breaſt can rage or hate . 
- And theſe glad ſtreams and ſmiling lawns behold ? 
Where is the breaſt can hear the woodland ſtrain, 


And think fair freedom well cxchang'd. for gold? 


* 
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Eleg. XXIII. E IL E GI E S. 59 
Through theſe ſoft ſhades delighted let me ſtray, 
While o'er my head forgotten ſuns deſcend | 
Through theſe dear valleys bend my caſual way, 
Till ſetting life a total ſhade extend 
Here far from:courts, and void of pompous cares, 
I'll muſe how much I owe mine humbler fate; 
Or ſhrink to find how much ambition dares, - 
To ſhine in anguiſh; and to grieve in ſtate ! 


Canſt thou, O ſun ! that ſpotleſs throne diſcloſe, 
Where her bold arm has left na ſanguine ſtain ? 
Where, ſhew me where, the lineal fceptre glows, 

Pure, as the ſimple crook that rules the plain? 


Tremendous pomp ! where hate, diſtruſt, and fear, 

In kindred boſoms ſolve the ſocial tie; — 
There not the parents ſmile is half ſincere, 

Nor void of art the conſort's melting eye. 


There with the friendly wiſh, the kindly flame, 
No face is brighten'd, and no boſoms beat; 


Youth, manhood, age, avow one ſordid aim, 
And ev'n the beardleſs lip eſſays deceit. 


There coward rumours walk their murd*rousround ;. 
The glance that more than rural blame inſtills; 
Whiſpers, that ting'd with friendſhip doubly wound, 
Pity that injures, and concern that kills. 


There anger whets, but love can ne'er engage 
_ Carefling brothers part but to revile; | 
There all men ſmile, and prudence warns the wiſe, 
To dread the fatal ſtroke of all that ſmile. 


There all are rivals! fiſter, fon, and fire, 

With horrid purpoſe hug deſtructive arms; 
There ſoft-ey'd maids in murd'rous plots conſpire, 

And ſcorn the gentler miſchief of their charms.. 


Let ſervile minds one endleſs watch endure ; 
Day, night, nor hour, their anxious guard reſign ; 

But lay me, fate! on flow'ry bank, ſecure, | 
Tho' my whole ſoul be, like my limbs, . | 
5 . ; | ; et, 
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: Yet, | may my tongue diſdain a vaſſal's care; HY 


My lyre reſound no proftituted lays; 
More warm to merit, more elate to wear 


The cap of freedom, than the crown of bays. 


Sooth'd by the murmurs of my pebbled flood, | 
I wiſh it not o'er golden ſands to flow; 


Cheer'd by the verdure of my ſpiral wood, 


I ſcorn the quarry, where no ſhrub can grow, 


No midnight-pangs the ſhepherd's peace purſue; ' 


His tongue, his hand attempts no ſecret wound; 
He fings his Delia, and if the be true, 
His love at once, and his ambition's crown'd. 


- 
* * 
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He takes oceaſſon from the fate of Eleanor of Bre- 
tagne , to ſuggeſt the imperfect pleaſures of a ſo- 


litary bfe. 


| WI beauty mourns by fate's injurious doom, 
WH 


id from the cheerful glance of human eye; 


When nature's pride inglorious waits the tomb, 


Hard is that heart which checks the rifing figh. 


Fair Eleanora! would no gallant mind 


The cauſe of love, the cauſe of juſtice own ! 


Matchleſs thy charms, and was no life reſign'd 


To ſee them ſparkle from their native;throne ? 
Or had fair freedom's hand unveil'd thy charms, 

Well might ſuch brows the regal gem reſign ; 
Thy radiant mien might ſcorn the guilt of arms, 

Yer Albion's awful empire yield to thine. 


1 1 of Bretagne, the lawful heireſs of the Eagliſt crown! - 

upon the 

ell emed the beauty of her time was im 
(tili the time of her death) in Briſtol caſtle. 


eath of Arthur, in the reign of Ting John. She was 
priſoned forty years 
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O ſhame of Britons? in one ſullen tow'r | 
She wet with royal tears her daily cell; 
She found keen anguiſh ev'ry roſe devour ; 
They ſprung, they ſhone, they faded, and they fell. 
Thro' one dim lattice fring'd with ivy round, 
Succeflive ſuns a languid radiance threw; 
To paint how fierce her angry guardian frown'd, 
To mark how faſt her waning beauty flew. 
This age might bear; then ſated fancy palls, 
Nor warmly hopes what ſplendour can ſupply; 
Fond youth inceflant mourns, if rigid walls 
. Reſtrain its liſt'ning ear, its curious eye. 
Believe me the pretence is vain! 


This boaſted calm that ſmooths our early days, 


For never yet could youthful mind reſtrain 
Thb' alternate pant for pleaſure and for praiſe. 
Ev'n me, by ſhady oak, or limpid ſpring, | 
Ev'n me, the ſcenes of poliſh'd life allure; 
Some genius whiſpers, ** Life is on the wing, 
And hard his lot that languithes obſcure. 
What tho' thy riper mind admire no more—— *' 
The ſhining cincture, and the broider'd fold 
Can pierce like light'ning thro? che figur d ore, 
And melt to droſs the radiant forms of gold. 


Furs, ermines, rods may well attract thy ſcorn; 


] be futile preſents of capricious pow'r | 
But wit, but worth, the public ſphere adorn, 
And who but envies then · the ſocial hour? 


Can virtue, careleſs of her pupil's meed, © 


Forget how * * * ſuſtains the ſhipherd's cauſe ? 
Content in ſhades'to tune a lonely reed, 
Nor join the ſounding pæan of applauſe? 
For public haunts impell'd by Britain's weal, 
Zee Grenville quit the mule's fav'rite eaſe; 
And ſhall not ſwains admire his noble zeal? 
Admiring praiſe, admiring ſtrive to pleaſe - 
3 | | | Life, 
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Life, ſays the ſage, affords no bliſs ſincere; | 
And courts, and cells in vain our hopes renew: 


But ah! where Grenville charms the liſt ning ear, 
"Tis hard to think the cheerleſs maxim true. 


The groves may ſmile; the rivers gently glide; 
Soft thro' the vale reſound the loneſome lay; 
Ev'n thickets yield delight, if taſte preſide, 
But can they pleaſe, when Lyt#leton's away? 


Pure as the ſwain's the breaſt of * * ® glows, 
Ahl were the ſhepherd's phraſe, like his, refin'd ; 
But, how improv'd the gen'rous dictate flows 
Thro' the clear medium of a poliſh'd mind 
Happy the youths who warm with Britain's love, 
Her inmoſt wiſh in ** periods hear! 


Happy that in the radiant circle move, 2] 

Attendant orbs, where Lonſdale gilds the ſphere ! 
While rural faith, and ev'ry poliſh'd art, 

Each friendly charm in“ * conſpire, 


From public ſcenes all penſive muſt you part; 
All joyleſs to the greeneſt fields retire ! 


Go, plaintive youth] no more by fount or ſtream 
Like ſome lone halcyon, ſocial pleaſure ſhun; 

Go dare the light, enjoy its cheerful beam, 

And hail the bright proceſſion of the ſun. 


Then, cover'd by thy ripen'd ſhades, reſume 
The filent walk; no more by paſſion toſt: 
Then ſeek thy ruſtic haunts; the dreary, gloom, 

Where ev'ry art that colours life is loſt.” —— 


In vain ! the liſt'ning muſe attends in vain! 

| Reftraints in hoſtile bands her motions wait. 
Yet will I grieve, and ſadden all my ftrain, 
When injur'd beauty mourns the muſe's fate. 
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To Delia, with fome flowers ; complaining how much 
his ane fu ers on account of his humble fore 


Tune. ; 


Wasser, could feulpture's curious art aufem 1 

Whate'er the laviſh hand of wealth can ſhow'r, 
Theſe would I give - and ev'ry-gift enjoy, 

That pleas'd my fair—bur fate denies the pow'rs 


Bleſs'd were my lot, to feed the focial fires ! 
To learn the latent wiſhes of a friend 

Jo give the boon his native taſte admires, 

And, for my tranſport, on his Canile d depend! 


Bleſs'd'too is he, whoſe ev'ning-ramble ſtrays _ 
Where droop the ſons of indigence and care! 
His little gifts their gladden'd eyes amaze, 

And win, at ſmall expence, their fondeſt pray'r} 


And oh the joy! to hun the confrions light, 
To ſpare the modeſt blufh ; to give unſeen ! - 
Like how? rs that fall behind the veil of night, 
Let deeply tinge the ſmiling vales with green! 
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But happieſt they, who drooping realms relieve! 

| Whole virtues in our cultur'd vales appear! 

For whoſe ſad fate a thouſand ſhepherds grieve, 
And fading fields allow the grief ſincere. 


To call loſt worth from its oppreſſive ſhadez 
To fix its equal ſphere, and ſee it ſhine; 
To hear it grateful own the gen'rous aid; | _—_ 
This, this 1 is . muſt ne' er be mine. -_ 

| Faint _ 
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6 4 E LE GIE S. Flieg. XXV. 
Faint is my bounded bliſs; nor I refuſe 
To range where daiſes open, rivers roll; 


While proſe or long the languid hours amuſe, 
And ſoothe the fond impatience of my ſoul. 


A while I'll weave the roofs of jaſmin bow'rs, 

And urge with trivial cares the loit'ring year; 

A while I'll prune my grove, protect my flow'rs, 
Then, unlamented, preſs an early bier! 


| Of thoſe lov'd flow'rs the lifeleſs corſe may ſhare; 
Some hireling hand a fading wreath beſtow; 
Ißzhe reſt will breathe as ſweet, will grow as fair, 

| | As when their maſter ſmil'd to ſee them glow. 

| 


The ſequent morn ſhall wake the filvan quire 
The kid again ſhall wanton ere "tis noon; 
Nature will ſmile, will wear her beſt attire; 

O! let not gentle Delia ſmile ſo ſoon ! 


While the rude hearſe conveys me flow away, 
And careleſs eyes my vulgar fate proclaim, 
Let thy kind tear my utmoſt worth o'erpay ; 
And, ſoftly ſighing, vindicate my fame.—— 
O Delia! cheer'd by thy ſuperior praiſe, 
I bleſs the ſilent path the fates decree: - 
| Pleag'd, from the liſt of my inglorious days, 
Jo raze the moments crown'd with bliſs, and thee. 


20 


Alas ! his very praiſe awakes my pain, OCR 
And my poor wounded boſom bleeds the more. 


For oh ! that nature on my birth had frown'd! 
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Deſcribing the forrow of an ingenuous mind, on the 
melancholy event of a licentious amour. 


W HY mourns my friend! why weeps his down- 


at eye 
That eye where mirth, where fancy us'd to ſhine? 


: Thy cheerful meads reprove that ſwelling ſigh ; 


Spring ne'er enamel'd fairer meads than thine. 


Art thou not lodg'd in fortune's warm embrace? 
Wert thou not form'd: by nature's partial care? 

Bleſs'd in thy ſons, and bleſs'd in ev'ry grace, 
That wins the friend, or that enchants the fair ? 


Damon, ſaid he, thy partial praiſe reſtrain 1 
Nor Damon's friendſhip can my peace reſtore; 


— 


Or fortune fix d me to ſome lowly cell! 


Then had my boſom ſcap'd this fatal wound, 


Nor had I bid theſe vernal ſweets, farewell. 


But led by fortune's hand, her darling child, 
My youth her vain licentious bliſs admir'd; 


In fortune's train the ſyren flatt'ry ſmil'd, 


And raſhly hallow'd, all her queen inſpir'd. 


Of folly ſtudious, ev'n of vices vain, 
Ah vices ! gilded by the rich and gay! 

F chag'd the guileleſs daughters of the plain, 
Nor dropt the chace till 7 was my prey. 


Poor artleſs maid ! to ſtain thy ſpotleſs name, 
Expence, and art, and toil, united ſtrovez- 
To lure a breaſt that felt the pureſt flame, 
uſtain'd by virtue, but betray'd by love. 
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66 E LE GIES. 


For we are ſpotleſs, 7efſy ; we are pure. 


Fleg. XXVE, 
School'd in the ſcience of love's mazy wiles, - 
I cloth'd each feature with affected ſcorn. 


I ſpoke of jealous doubts, and fickle ſmiles, 
And, feigning, left her anxious and forlorn. 


Then, while the fancied rage alarm'd her care, 


Warm to deny, and zealous to diſprove; 
I bade my words the wonted ſoftneſs wear, 
And ſeiz'd the minute of returning love. 


To thee, my Damon, dare J paint the reſt ? 


Will yet thy love a candid ear incline ? 
Aſſur'd that virtue, by misfortune preſt, 
Feels not the ſharpneſs of a pang like mine. 


Nine envious moons matur'd her growing ſhame;. 


Ere while to flaunt it in the face of day; 


When ſcorn'd of virtue, ſtigmatiz'd by fame, 


Low at my feet deſponding 7e lay. 


cc Henry, ſhe ſaid, © by thy dear form ſubdu'd, 


See the ſad relics of a nymph undone ! 


I find, I find this riſing ſob renew'd: 


I Ggh in ſhades, and ficken at the ſun. 


Amid the dreary gloom of night, I cry, 


When will the morn's once pleaſing ſcenes return 3 


Yet what can morn's returning ray ſupply, 
But foes that triumph, or but friends that mourn ? 


Alas! no more that joyous morn appears 

That led the tranquil hours of ſpotleſs fame; 
For I have ſteep'd a father's couch in tears, 

And ting'd a mother's glowing cheek with ſhame 


The vocal birds that raiſe their matin ſtrain, 
The ſportive lambs. increaſe my penſive moan; 
All ſeem to chace me from the cheerful plain, 
And talk of truth and innocence alone, 


If through the garden's flow'ry tribes I ſtray, 
| Where bloom the jaſmins that could once allure, 
Hope not to find delight in us, they ſay, 5 


ve 


Fleg. XXVT. 
Ye flow'rs ! that well reproach a nymph ſo frail, . 
Say, could ye with my virgin. fame compare? 
The brighteſt bud that ſcents the vernal gale, 
Was not ſo fragrant, and was not ſo fair. 


Now tha grave old alarm the gentler young; 

And all my fame's abhorr'd contagion flee 
Trembles each lip, and falters ev'ry tongue, 
That bids the morn propitious ſmile on me. 


Thus for your ſake I ſhun each human eye; 
I bid the ſweets of blooming youth adicu z 

To die I languiſh, but I dread to die, „ 
Leſt my ſad fate ſhould nouriſh pangs for you. 


Raiſe me from earth; the pains of want remove, 
And let me filent ſeek ſome friendly ſhore; 
There only, baniſh'd from the form I love, 
My weeping virtue ſhall relapſe no more. 


Be but my friend; I aſk no dearer name; 

Be ſuch the meed of ſome more artful fair; 
Nor could it heal my peace, or chaſe my ſhame,, 
That pity gave, what love refus'd to ſhare. 


Force not my tongue to aſk its ſcanty bread ; 
Nor hurl thy. 7% to the vulgar crew; _- 

Not ſuch the parent's. board at which I fed! 
Not ſuch the precept from his lips I drew ! 


Haply, when age has ſilver'd o'er my hair, 
Malice may learn to ſcorn ſo mean a ſpoil ; 
Envy may light a face no longer fair; 
And pity, welcome, to my native ſoil.” 
She ſpoke—nor was J born of ſavage race; 
Nor could theſe hands a niggard boon aflign ;- 
Grateful-ſhe claſp'd me in a laſt embrace, 


And vow'd to waſte her life in pray'rs for mine. 


I ſaw her foot the lofty bark aſcend; _ 
I ſaw her breaſt with ev'ry paſſion heave z: 
Pleft her—torn from ev'ry earthly friend 
Oh! my. hard boſom, which could bear. to leave !? 
EY | E. 3 Brief- 
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68 k LE GIE S. leg. XXVI. 

Brief let me be; the fatal ſtorm aroſe; F 
The billows rag'd ; the pilot's art was vain ; 

O'er the tall maſt the circling ſurges cloſe ; 

My 7efy—floats upon the wat'ry plain! 


And - ſee my youth's impetuous fires decay; 
Seek not to ſtop reflection's bitter tear; 

But warn the frolic, and inſtruct the gay, 
From 7e floating on her wat'ry bier? 


* 


And, urg'd by rude conſtraint, reſound thejovialcry? 
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An Ode to the late Dutcheſs of Somerſet. 
| Written in 1750. 
1 LE orient ſkies reſtore the day, 
W And dew- drops catch the lucid ray 3. 
Amid the ſprightly ſcenes of oy 
Will aught the muſe inſpire 2 
Oh! peace to yonder clam'rous horn 
That drowns the ſacred lyre ! 


Ye rural thanes that o'er the moſſy down 
Some panting, tim'rous hare purſue; 0 
Does nature mean your joys alone to crown.? 
Say, does ſhe ſmoothe her lawns for you? 
For you does echo bid the rocks reply, 


from the neighbouring hill, forlorn 
8 wretched Fr your ſport ſurvey A 
He finds his faithful fences torn, = 
He finds his Jabour'd crops a prey; * 
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He ſees his flock— no more in circles feed; 
Haply beneath your ravage bleed, 
And with no random curſes loads the deed. 


Nor yet, ye ſwains, conclude: 
That nature ſmiles for you alone; 
Your bounded ſouls, and your conceptions. crude,, 
The proud, the ſelfiſh. boaſt diſown: 
| Yours be the produce of the foil; 
O may it ſtill reward your toil ! 
Nor ever the defenceleſs train 


Of clinging infants, aſk ſupport in vain ! 


But tho” the various harveſt gild your plains,, 
Does the mere landſcape feaft your eye? 


Or the warm hope of diſtant gains 


Far other cauſe of glee ſupply ? 
Is not the red-ſtreak's future juice 
The ſource of your delight profound 
Where Ariconium pours her gems profuſe, 
Purpling a whole horizon round ? 
Athirit ye praiſe the limpid ftream, ?tis true: 
But tho', the pebbled ſhores among, 
It mimic no unpleaſing ſong, 


The limpid fountain murmurs not for you. 


Unpleas'd ye ſee the thickets. bloom, 
Unpleas'd. the ſpring her flowery robe reſume ;. 
Unmov'd the mountain's airy pile, | 
The dappled mead without a ſmile. 
O let a rural conſcious muſe, 
For well ſhe knows, your froward ſenſe accuſe: 
Forth to the ſolemn oak you bring the ſquare, 


And ſpan. the mafly trunk, before you cry, tis fair. 


Nor yet ye learn'd, nor yet ye courtly train, 
If haply from your haunts ye ſtray 
To waſte with us a ſummer's day, 


Exclude the taſte of ev'ry ſwain, 
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Nor our untutor'd ſenſe diſdaim: 
*Tis nature only gives excluſive right _ 
To reliſh her ſupreme delight; . 
She, where ſhe pleaſes kind or coy, "» 
Who furniſhes the ſcene, and forms us to enjoy. 


Then hither bring the fair ingenuous. mind, 
| By her auſpicious aid retin'd ; 
Lo! not an hedge-row bawthorn blows, 
Or humble hare-bell paints the plain, 
Or valley-winds, or fountain flows, | 
Dr purple heath is ting'd in vain: | 
For ſuch the rivers daſh the foaming tides, 
The mountain ſwells, the dale ſubſides; 
Ev'n thriftleſs furze detains their wand'ring fight, 
And the rough barren rock grows pregnant with 
delight, 


With what ſuſpicious fearful care | 
The ſordid wretch ſecures his claim, 
If haply ſome luxurious heir 
Should alienate the fields that wear his name! 
What ſcruples leſt ſome future birth _ 
| Should litigate a ſpan of earth! _ Cſproſe, 
Bonds, contracts, feoffments, names unmeet for 
The tow'ring muſe endures not to diſcloſe; 
Alas! her unrevers'd decree, | | 
More comprehenſive and more free, 
Her laviſh charter, taſte, appropriates all we ſee. 


Let gondolas their painted flags . 
And be the ſolemn day enroll'd, 
When, to confirm his lofty plea, 
In nuptial ſort; with bridal gold, 
The grave Venetian weds the ſea: 
Each laughing muſe derides the vow; 
Ev'n Adria ſcorns the mock embrace, 
To ſome lone hermit on the mountain's brow, 
Allotted, from his natal hour, 


With all her myrtle-thoxes in dow'r. 
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| His breaſt to admiration prone, 
Enjoys the ſmile upon her face, 


Enjoys triumphant ev'ry grace, 
And finds her more his own. 


Fatigu'd with form's oppreſſive laws, 
When Somerſet avoids the great; 
When cloy'd with merited applaufe, 
She ſeeks the rural calm retreat; 
Does ſhe not praiſe each moſſy cell, 
And feel the truth my numbers tell? 
When deafen'd by the loud acclaim, 
Which genius grac'd with rank obtains, 
Could ſhe not more delighted hear 
Toon throſtle chaunt the riſing year ? 
| Could ſhe not ſpurn the wreaths of fame, 
4 Io crop the primroſe of the plains? 
Does ſhe not ſweets in each fair valley find, 
|  Loſtto the ſons of pow'r, unknown. to half manKind ? 


4 Ah can ſhe covet there to ſee 
= The ſplendid flaves, the reptile race, 
1 That oil the tongue, and bow the knee, 
That flight her merit, but adore her place? 
5 Far happier, if aright I deem, 
When from gay throngs, and gilded Site + 
To where the lonely halcyons play, 
Her philoſophic ſtep retires : | 
While, ſtudieus of the moral theme, 
She to ſome ſmooth ſequeſter'd ſtream 
: Likens the ſwain's inglorious day; 
Pleas'd from the flow ry margin to ſurvey, 
How cool, ſerene, and clear the current glides away. 


O blind to truth, to virtue blind, 
Who ſlight the ſweetly- penſi ve mind F 
On whoſe fair birth the graces mild, 
And ev 3 muſe prophetic imil'd. 


Not 
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Not that the poet s boaſted fire 
Should fame's wide echoing en ſwell; 
Or on the muſic of his lyre 
Each future age with rapture dwell; 
The vaunted ſweets of praiſe remove, 
Vet ſhall ſuch boſoms claim a part 
In all that glads the human heart; | 
Yet theſe the ſpirits, form'd to judge and prove 
All nature's-charms immenſe, and heav'n's un- 
bounded love. | 


And oh ! the tranſport, moſt ally'd to ſong, 
In ſome fair villa's peaceful bound, 
To catch ſoft hints from nature's tongue, 
And bid Arcadia bloom around: 
Whether we fringe the ſloping hill, 
Or ſmoothe below the verdant mead; 
Whether we break the falling rill, 
Or through meand'ring mazes lead ; 
Or in the horrid bramble's room - an 
Bid careleſs groups of roſes bloom; 
Or let ſome ſhelter'd lake ſerene 
Reflect flow'rs, woods, and ſpires, and brighten all 
the ſcene. . mn 


dat; een, 
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| 0 ſweet diſpoſal of the rural hour; 
O beauties never known to cloy ! 
While worth and genius haunt the favour d 
| bow” 9 
And ev'ry gentle breaſt partakes the joy 
While charity at eve ſurveys the ſwain, 
Enabled by theſe toils to chear 
A train of helpleſs infants dear, 
Speed whiſtling home acroſs the plain; 
See vagrant luxury, her handmaid grown, 
For half her graceleſs deeds atone, 
And hails the bounteous work, and ranks it with 
her own. . 
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Why brand theſe . wich the name 
Of ſoft, unſocial toils, of indolence and ſhame? 
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Search but the garden, or the wood, 
Let yon admir'd carnation own, 
Not all was meant for raiment, or for W 
Not all for needful uſe alone; 
There while the ſeeds of future bloſſoms dwell, 


Tis colour'd for the fight, perfum ' d to pleaſe che 
| ſmell. | 


Why at the nightingale to ing? 
Why flows the pine's nectareous Aer 
Why | with paint the linnet's wing? 
For ſuſtenance alone? for uſe ? 
For preſervation ? Every ſphere 
Shall bid fair pleaſure's rightful claim appear. 
And ſure there ſeem, of human kind, 
Some born to ſhun the ſolemn ſtrife; 
Some for amuſive taſks defign'd, 
To ſoothe the certain ills of life; 
Grace its lone vales with many a budding roſe, 
New founts of bliſs diſcloſe, 
Call forth refreſhing thades, and decorate repoſe. 


From plains and woodlands ; from the view 
Of rural nature's blooming face, 
Smit with the glare of rank and place, 
To courts the ſons of fancy flew ; 
There long had art ordain'd a rival feat; 
There had ſhe lavifh'd all her care 
To form a ſcene more dazzling fair, 
And call'd them from their green retreat 
To ſhare her proud controul; 
Had giv'n the robe with grace to flow, 
Had taught exotic gems to glow; | 
And, emulous of nature's pow'r, 
| Mimick'd the plume, the leaf, the flow'r ; 
Chang'd the complexion's native hue, 
_ Moulded each ruſtic limb anew, 
And warp'd the very ſoul! 


A while her magic ſtrikes the novel eye, 
A while the fairy forms delight 

And now aloof we ſeem to fly 

On purple pinions thro' a purer iky, 
Whcre all is wondrous, all is bright: 
Now landed on ſome ſpangled ſhore, 
A while each dazzled maniac roves 

By ſapphire lakes, thro* em'rald groves. 

Paternal acres pleaſe no more; 

Adieu the ſimple, the fincere delight! 
Th' habitual ſcene of hill and dale, 
The rural herds, the vernal gale, 
The tangled vetches purple bloom, 
The fragrance of the bean's perfume, 

Be their's alone who cultivate the ſoil, 

And drink the cup of thirſt, and eat the bread of 

_ toll. 


But ſoon the pageant fades away! 
*Tis nature only bears perpetual ſway. 

We pierce the counterfeit delight, 
Fatigu'd with fplendor's irkſome beams. 
Fancy again demands the fight 
Of native groves, and wonted ſtreams, 

Pants for the ſcenes that charm'd her youthful 
eyes, 
Where Truth maintains her court, and baniſhes 
diſguiſe. 


Then hither oft ye ſenators retire, 
With nature here high converſe hold; - 
For who like Stamford her delights admire, 
Like Stamford ſhall with ſcorn Berger, 
Th' unequal bribes of pageantry old; 
Beneath the Britiſb oak ae ie Rade 
Shall ſee fair Truth, immortal maid, 
Friendfhip in artleſs guiſe array'd, . 
Honour, and Moral Beauty thine 
Wich more attractive charms, with radiance more 


5 divine. 
1 G Yes, 
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Tes, here alone did higheſt heav'n ordain 
The laſting magazine of charms, 
Whatever wins, whatever warms, 
Whatever fancy ſeeks to ſhare, 

The great, the various, and the fair, 
For ever ſhould remain | | 


Her impulſe nothing may reſtrain— | 
Or whence the j joy mid columns, tow'rs, 
Midſt all the city's artful trim, 
To rear ſome breathleſs vapid flow'rs, 
Or ſhrubs fuliginouſly grim: 
From rooms of filken foliage vain, 
To trace the dun far diſtant grove, 
Where {mit with undiflembled pain, 
The wood-lark mourns her abſent love, 
Borne to the duſty town from native air 
To mimic rural life, and ſoothe ſome 128 i'd fair. 


But how muſt faithleſs art prevail, 
Should all who taſte our joy gy 
To virtue, truth, or ſcience dear, 
Forego a court's alluring pale, 
For dimpled brook and leafy grove, 
For that rich luxury of «Has jag they love! 
Ah no, from theſe the public ſphere cad 
Example for its giddy bands 
From theſe impartial heav'n demands 
To ſpread the flame itſelf inſpires 
To ſift opinion s mingled maſs, | 
Impreſs a.nation's taſte, and bid the ſterling paſs. 


Happy, thrice happy they, 

Whoſe graceful deeds have exemplary ſhone 
Round the gay precincts of a throne, 
With mild effective beams 
Who bands of fair ideas bring, 

By ſolemn grott, or ſhady ſpring, 
To j Join their * g dreams . 


Theirs 
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Theirs is the rural bliſs without alloy, 
They only that deſerve, enjoy. 

What tho? nor fabled dryad haunt their grove, 

Nor naiad near their fountains rove, 

| Yet all embody'd to the mental fight, 
A train of ſmiling virtues bright 
Shall there the wiſe retreat allow, 

Shall twine triumphant palms todeck the wanderer's 


brow. - 
And tho” by faithleſs flends alarm'd, 


* 


Art have with Nature wag'd preſumptuous war; 
By Seymour's winning influence charm'd, 
In whom their gifts united ſhine, | . 


No longer ſhall their counſels jar. 


"Tis hers to mediate the peace: Y 
Near Percy-lodge, with awe-ſtruck mien, 


The rebel ſeeks her lawful queen, | 5 


a 


And havock-and contention ceale. 
I fee the rival pow'rs combine, 
And aid each other's fair deſign; 
Nature exalt the mound where art ſhall build; 


Art ſhape the gay alcove, while nature paints che 8 


field. 


Begin, ye ſongſters of the grove ! 

O warble forth your nobleſt lay ; 

Where Somer/et vouchſafes to rove, 

Ye leverets freely ſport and play. 

| Peace to the ſtrepent horn! 
Cet no harſh diſſonance diſturb the morny. 

No ſounds inelegant and rude 

Her facred oiicudes profane! 

Unleſs her candour not exclude 

The lowly ſhepherd's votive ſtrain, | 
Who tunes his reed amidſt his rural cheer, 
Fearful, yet not averſe, that Somer/et ſhould hear. 


G62 » 
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FACE FARE FRAY EARAY BAR. 
ODE to MEMORY, 1748. 


Memory ! celeftial maid t 

- Who glcan'ſt the flow'rets cropt by ü time; 
And, ſuffering not a leaf to fade, —- 
Preſerv'ſt the bloſſoms of our prime; 


Bring, bring thoſe moments to my mind 
When life was new, and Lefeia kind. 85 


And bring that garland to my ſight, 
Wich which my favour'd crook the bound. , 

And bring that wreath of roſes bright 

Which then my feſtive temples crown'd. 
And to my raptur'd ear convey. 1 
The gentle things the deign'd to ſay. 


And ſketch with care the muſe's bow'r, 
Where ifs rolls her ſilver tide z 

Nor yet omit one reed or flow'r | 
That ſhines on CherwelPs verdant ſide ; 

If fo thou mayſt thoſe hours prolong, 

When polifh'd Lycen join'd my ſong, 

'The "58 it vails not to recite 
But ſure, to ſoothe our youthful dreams, 
Thoſe banks and ſtreams appear'd more bright 
Than other banks, than other ſtreams ; 

Or by thy ſoft'ning pencil ſhown, 
Aſſume they beauties not their own? 


And paint that ſweetly vacant ſcene, 
When, all beneath the poplar bough, 
My ſpirits light, my ſoul 2 rene, 


I breath'd in verſe one cordial vow; 
'That nothing ſhould my ſoul inſpire, 
But friendſhip Os: and love entire. 


9 E8, SONGE."&, 
Dull to the ſenſe of new delight, | 5 
On thee the drooping mule attends; 
As ſome fond lover, robb'd of ſight, — 
On thy expreſſive pow'r depends; | 


Nor would exchange thy glowing lines, 
Jo live the lord of all that ſhines. 4 


But let me chaſe thoſe vows away yx 
Which at ambition's ſhrine I made; 
Nor ever let thy {kill diſplay 
Thoſe anxious moments, ill repaid: 
Oh ! from my breaſt that ſeaſon raſe, 
And bring my childhood in its place.. 


Bring me the bells, the rattle bring, 
And bring the hobby I beſtrode ; 
When pleas'd, in many a ſportive ring, 8 "| 
Around the room I jovial rode : „ wins 
Ev'n let me bid my lyre adieu, op i '" 
And bring the whiſtle that I blew. 1 i 
Then will I muſe, and penſive ſay, | 
Why did not theſe enjoyments laſt? 
How ſweetly waſted I the day, | 
While innocence allow'd to waſte? 75 
. Ambition's toils alike are vain, LEY Ok 
But ah! for pleaſure yield us pain. „ 


The Princeſs E LIS AB ET H. 


A Ballad, alluding to a flory recorded of her, whims 
be was priſoner at Woodſtock, 1554. = 


W ILL you hear how once repining 
/ Y Great Eliza captive lay? 
Each ambitious thought reſigning, . 

Foe. to riches, pomp, and ſway ?. | 1 5 
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While the nymphs and ſwains delighted 
Tript around in all their pride 


Envying joys by others lighted, 


Thus the royal maiden cry'd. 


% Bred on plains, or born in valleys, 
Who would bid thoſe ſcenes adicu ? 
Stranger td the arts of malice, 
Who would ever courts purſue ? 


Malice never taught to treaſure, 
Cenſure never taught to bear: 


Love is all the ſhepherd's pleaſure ; 


Love is all the damſel's care. 


How can they of humble ſtation 
Vainly blame the pow'rs above ?. 

Or accuſe the diſpenſation 
Which allows them all to love ? 


Love like air is widely given; 


- Pow'r nor chance can theſe reſtrain ; 


Trueſt, nobleſt gifts of heaven! 


Only pureſt on the plain! 


Peers can no ſuch charms diſcover, 


4 


Pour a ſong ſo void of care. 


All in ſtars and garters dreſt, 


As, on Sundays, does the lover 


With his noſegay on his breaſt. 


Pinks and roſes in profuſion, 
Said to fade when Chloe's near; 
Fops may uſe the ſame alluſion; 


But the ſhepherd is ſincere. 


Hark to yonder milk-maid ſinging 
Cheerly o'er the brimming pail; 


Coviſlips all around her ſpringing 


Sweetly paint the golden vale. 


Never yet did courtly maiden 


Move ſo ſprightly, look ſo fair; 
Never breaſt with jewels laden 1 


Would 


* 
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Would indulgent Heav'n had granted : 
Me ſome rural damſel's part! 

All the empire I had wanted 
'Then had been my ſhepherd's hcart. 


Then, with him, o'er hills and mountains, 
Free from fetters, might I rove : 

Fearleſs taſte the cryſtal fountains ;. 

Peaceful ſleep beneath the grove. 


Ruſtics had been more forgiving; 
Partial to my virgin bloom : 
None had envy'd me when living; 
None had triumph'd o'er my tomb.” 


— 


- 
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ODE to a Young Lady, 


Somewhat too ſolicitous about her manner of expreſſion. 


| 8 my fair ! that lucid ſtream 
Adown the ſmiling valley ſtray; 
Would art attempt, or ders dream, 
Jo regulate its winding way? 


80 pleas'd I view thy ſhining hair 
In looſe diſhevel'd ringlets flow: 
Not all thy art, not all thy care 
Can there one ſingle grace beſtow. . 


Survey again that verdant hill, OE 
With native plants enamel'd ofer ;. 

Say, can the painter's utmoſt {kill 
Inſtru& one flow'r to pleaſe us more ? 


As vain it were, with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe _ 
And oh may Laura, ere the try, 
Wich freſh vermilion paint the roſe. 


.- -- A · 5 · ·· . 


Hark; 
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1% ODEIS SONGS: 
Hark, how the wood-lark's tuneful throat 5 


Can ev ry ſtudy'd grace excel; 
Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 
And will ſhe, Laura, pleaſe ſo well? 


Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 
By no pedantic law confin'd ! 


For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, 


80 Taurg s words be not unkind. 


„ . „„ 


NANCY of the VALE. 
A BALLAD. | 


Merine Galatea. 4 thyme miki dulcior H ble! 
Candidtor cygnis!  hedera * or alba 


HE weſtern ſky was pled o'er 
With ev'ry pleaſing ray; 
And flocks reviving felt no more 
The ſultry heats of day: 


When from an hazle's artleſs bow'r 
Soft-warbled Strephon's tongue; 

He bleſs'd the ſcene, he bleſs'd the hour, 
While Nancy's praiſe he fung. 


Let fops with. fickle falſchood range 


The paths of wanton love, | 
While weeping maids lament their change, 


And ſadden ev'ry grove: 


But endleſs: bleſſings crown the day 
I ſaw fair E/hbam's dale! _. 
And ev'ry blefling find its way 
To Nancy of the 3 


ODES, SONGS, &c. 
_ "Twas from Avona's banks the maid 
Ditfus'd her tovely beams; 


And ev'ry ſhining glance diſplay'd 
The naiad of the ſtreams. 


Soft as the wild duck's tender young, 

That float on Avon's tide; 

Bright as the water. lily. ſprung, 
And glitt'ring near its ſide. 


Freſh as the bord'ring flow'rs, her bloom 7 
Her eye all mild to view; 


The little halcyon's azure plume 
Was never half ſo blue. 


Her ſhape was like che reed ſo ſleek, 
So taper, ſtraight, and fair; 

Her dimpled ſmile, her blufhing cheek, 

How charming ſweet they were! 


Far in the winding Vale retir'd, 
This peerleſs bud I found ; 


And ſhadowing rocks, and woods conſpir's 
To fence her beauties round. 


That nature in fo lone a dell 

Should form a nymph ſo ſweet! 

Or fortune to her ſecret cell 
Conduct my wand'ring feet! 


| 9 lordlings ſought her for their bride, 
ut ſhe would ne'er incline : 
% Prove to your equals true,” ſhe ery d. 

% As I will prove to mine. 


"Tis Strephon, on the mountain's brow, 
Has won my right good - will; 

To him I gave my plighted vow, 
With * Pl climb the hill.“ 
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8 OD ES, SONGS, Se. 
Struck with her charms and gentle truth, 
I claſp'd the conſtant fair; . 


Jo her alone I gave my youth, 
And vow my future care. 


And when this yow ſhall faithleſs prove, 
Or I thoſe charms forego ; | ” 

The ſtream that ſaw our tender love, 1 
That ſtream ſhall ceaſe to flow.” | 


ODE to INDOLENCE, 1750. 


H ! why for ever on the wing 
Perſiſts my weary'd ſoul to roam? 
Why, ever cheated, ſtrives to bring, 
Or pleaſure or contentment home ? 


Thus the poor bird, that draws his name 
From paradiſe's honour'd groves, 
Careleſs fatigues his little frame, 

Nor finds the reſting-place he loves. 


Lo] on the rural moſſy bed 5 | { 
My limbs with careleſs caſe reclin'd ; . 1 
Ah, gentle Sloth ! indulgent ſpread + FR | 
The ſame ſoft bandage o'er my mind. 
For why ſhould ling'ring thought invade, 
Yet ev'ry worldly proſpect cloy ? 
Lend me, ſoft Sloth, thy friendly aid, 


nh fn 


= And give me peace, debarr'd of joy. 5 
Lov'ſt thou yon calm and ſilent flood. 4 
That never ebbs, that never flows; a 7 


Protected by the circling wood 
From each temꝑeſtuous wind that blows, © 


ODEs, SONGS, ee. 
An altar on its bank ſhall riſe, | 
Where oft thy vot'ry ſhall be found; 


What time pale autumn lulls the ſkies, 
And ſick ning verdure fades around. 


Ye buſy race, ye factious train, 
That haunt ambition's guilty ſhrine ; 
No more perplex the world in vain, 
But offer here your vows with mine. 


And thou, puiſſant queen! be kind: 
It cer I ſhar'd thy balmy pow'r ; 

If &er I ſway'd my active mind, 

To weave for thee the rural bow'r; ; 


Diſſolve in ſleep each anxious care; 
Each unavailing ſigh remove; 

And only let me wake to ſhare 
The ſweets of friendſhip and of love. 


ti. tm. ti. i. ua. ths. . 
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ODE to HEALTH, 1730. 


Health, capricious maid! 


Where I had hope to ſhare thy pow'r, 
And bleſs thy laſting aid ? | 


Since thou, alas! art flown, 
It 'vails not whether mule or grace, 


With tempting ſmile, frequent the Place : : 


I figh for thee alone. 


Age not forbids thy yy Tr 7 
Thou yet mightſt act the friendly part; 


Thou yet mightſt raiſe this 7 heart 3 5 A 


Why ſpeed ſo ſwift away? 
Thou ſcorn'ſt the city-airz 


I breathe freſh gales o'er 2 n 3s 5 


Yet haſt not thou my wiſhes crown d, 
O _— O partial fair! 


+ 


Why doſt thou ſhun my peaceful bow' 7, 
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1 plunge into the wave; 
And though with pureſt hands I raiſe 
A rural altar to thy praiſe, | 
Thou wilt not deign to fave. 


Amid my well-known grove, 
Where min'ral fountains vainly bear 
Thy boaſted name, and titles cir, 
Why ſcorns thy foot to rove?  -. 


Thou hear'ſt the ſportſman's claim: 
Enabling him, with idle noiſe, 
To drown the muſe's melting voice, 
And fright the tim'rous game. 


Is thought thy foe? adieu 
Ye midnight lamps! ye curious tomes ! 
Mine eye o'er hills and valleys roams, 
And deals no more with you. - 


Is it the clime you flee ? 
Yer, miqdſt his unremitting ſnows, 
The poor Laponian's boſom glows ; 
And ſhares bright rays from thee. 


There was, there was a time, 
When though I ſcorn'd thy guardian care, 
Nor made a vow, nor faid a n 

I did not rue the crime. 


| | Who then more blefs'd than 17 
When the glad ſchool-boy's taſk was done, 
And forth, with jocund {p' rit, Irun 


A To freedom and to joy? _ _ 175 
How jovial then the don: 
What fince have all my labours found, 


Thus climbing life to gaze around, 
That can thy loſs repay? a 1 


Wert thou, alas ! but kind, 
Methinks no frown chat fortune wears, 
Nor leſſen'd hopes, nor growing cares, 

Could fink my chearful hind. "Hp 
 Whatc'er .. 


DES, SONGS, &c. 
| Whate'er my ſtars include; 
What other breaſts convert to pain, 


My tow'ring mind ſhall ſoon diſdain, 
Should ſcorn — Ingratitude | 


| Repair this mould'ring cell, 
And bleſs'd with objects found at home, 
And envying none their fairer dome, 
How pleas'd my ſoul ſhould dwell 


Temp'rance ſhould guard the doors; 
From room to room ſhould mem' ry ſtray, 
And ranging all in neat array, 

Enjoy her pleaſing ſtores ——— 


There let them reſt unknown, 
The types of many a pleafing ſcene z 
But to preſerve them bright or clean, 
Is thine, fair queen! alone. 


eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeteeteteetee tete 
To a LADY of QUALITY, 


% 


AS ! what is ſcience, what is art, 
Or what the pleaſure theſe impart ? 
Ye trophies which the learn'd purſue _ 
Through endleſs fruitleſs toils, adieu! 


| What can the tedious tomes beſtow. 
To ſoothe the miſeries they ſhow? 

What, like the bliſs for him decreed, 

Who tends his flock, and tunes his hen? 1 


Say, wretched fancy ! thus refin'd 
From all that glads the fimpleſt hind, 
How rare that obje& which ſupplies 

A charm for too — eyes! 


Fitting up her Lisnanr, 1738. 


> 2 2 — C4 2 

7 * - I Þ me 

—_— — — rr — * 2 
7 4 < * vw £4 a. 5 


Le A — — 
2 * 8 3 — . 5 - 
© 1 — — — ? 8 
— — > Wa -: 2 


— 
o 


* 

* ** 8 y = * 1 — X 7 
—_ RR wo iro oe OED 5 nll; FR.” = . 8 . 
r * : — ; 1 

. — ureome tr 9-rey = r J 4 


2 2 2 4 
e 
N „ N 
5 — * 
— — _ W 


B r 
— — is —— 
2 13 5 
« 2 - 


—— — — * 


* * * nn "Ry K n * 12 * 
n 15 8 3 . ""Y a * * K * 1 


F8 oDEs, s o NGG, Fg 


The poliſh'd bard of genius vain, 
Endures a deeper ſenſe of pain; 
As each invading blaſt devours 

The richeſt fruits, the faireſt flow'rs. 


Sages, with irkſome waſte of time, 

The ſteep aſcent of knowledge climb; 

Then, from the tow'ring heights they ſcale, 
old contentment range—the vale ! : 


Yet why, Aferia, tell us why 

We ſcorn the croud, when you are nigh : 
Why then does reaſon ſeem ſo fair, 
Why learning then deſerve our care ? 


Who can unpleas'd your ſhelves behold, 
While yo 4 ou ſo fair a proof unfold, 

What force the brighteſt genius draws | 
From poliſh'd wiſdom's written laws? 


Where are our humbler tenets flown ? 
What ſtrange perfection bids us own 
That bliſs with toilſome ſcience dwells, 
And happieſt he, who moſt excells. 
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UPON A 
VISIT to the ſame in Winter, om 


O fair Afteria's bliſsful plains, . / / 
Where ever-blooming fancy reigns, 
How pleas'd we paſs the winter's day, 
And charm the dull-ey'd ſpleen away ! 


No linnet from the leafleſs bough, 
Pours ferth her note melodious now ; 
But all admire Afteria's tongue, 


"+: Nor * the linner's vernal —— 
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op ES, SONGS, ee. ®y 
No flow'rs emit their tranſient rays: 
Let ſure Aferia's wit diſplays 

More various tints, more glowing lines, 

And with perennial beauty ſhines. 


Tho? rifled groves, and fetter d ſtreams, 

But ill befriend a poet's dreams; 

Aſteria's preſence wakes the lyre, 

And well ſupplies poetic fire. . f 


The fields have loſt their lovely dye; 
No cheerful azure decks the ſky ; 

Yet ſtill we bleſs the louring day; 
Afteria \miles——and all is gay. 


Hence let the mnſe no more preſume 

To blame the winter's dreary gloom 3 
Accuſe his loit'ring hours no more 
But ah! their envious haſte deplore! 


For ſoon, from wit and friendſhip's reign, 
The ſocial hearth, the ſprightly vein, ' 
I go—to meet the coming year, 

On ſavage plains, and defarts drear ! 


I go—to feed on pleaſures flown, 
Nor find the ſpring my loſs atone ! 
But *mid the flow'ry ſweets of May 
With pride recal this winter's day. 
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AN 
Irregular O D E after Sicxx Ess, 1745. 


— Meliut, cum venerit 2 canemus. 


4 1⸗⁰⁰ long a — to 8 
At LE from pain's abhorred couch I . 


And wander'd forth alone; 
To court once more the balmy breeze, , 
And catch the verdure of the trees, ET 
Ere yet their charms were flown, 


Tas from a bank with panſies gay 
\ I hail'd orice more the cheerful day, 
The ſun's forgotten beams: _ 
O ſun ]! how pleaſing were thy rays, 
Reflected from the poliſh'd face 
Of yon' refulgent ſtreams ! 


Rais'd by the ſcene, my feeble tongue 
_ Effay'd again the ſweets of ſong: 
| And thus, in fecble ſtrains and flow, 
The loit'ring numbers gan to flow. 


«© Come, gentle air ! my languid limbs reſtore, 
And bid me welcome from the Stygian ſhore : 
For ſure I heard the tender ſighs, | 
I ſeem'd to join the plaintive cries | 
Of hapleſs youths, who thro' the my grov 
| Bewail for ever their unfiniſh'd love: | 
+, To that unjoyous clime, 
Torn from the ſight of theſe ethereal Kies; 
Debarr'd the luſtre of their Delia's eyes; 
And baviſh d in their prime. 


Come? 


ODES, SONGS, &. ob 


Come, gentle air ! and, while the thickets bloom, 
| onvey the jaſmin s breath divine, 
- Convey Is woodbine's rich perfume, 
Nor ſpare the ſweet-leaft eglantine. | 
And Pars thou ſhun the rugged ſtorm . 1 
Till health her wonted charms explain, 
With rural pleaſure in her train, 
To greet me in her faireſt form. 
While from this lofty mount I view 
The ſons of earth, the vulgar crew, 
Anxious for futile gains beneath me ſtray, 
And ſeek with erring ſtep contentment's obvious 
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Come, gentle air! and thou celeſtial muſe, 75 1 

Ihy genial flame infuſe i 
Enough to lend a penſive boſom aid, i Bt 

And gild retirement's gloomy ſhade; ; — 14 

Enough to rear ſuch ruſtic lays . 

As foes may ſlight, but partial friends will praiſe.“ 1 f 

; The gentle air allow'd my claim; | i Wy 

And, more to cheer my drooping frame, 1 Wy 

She mix'd the balm of op'ning flowirs; 0 

Such. as the bee, with chymic pow'rs, i Wy 

From Hybla's fragrant hills inhales, l 

Or ſcents Sabea's blooming vales. 1 

But ah! the nymphs that heal the penſive mind, if i 

By preſcripts more refin'd, _ | 6 

Neglect their votary's anxious moan: * 

Ob, how ſhould they relieve !—the mules all were 1 | 

flown, 1 18d 

By flow'ry plain, or 1 ſhades, 4» 

I fondly ſought the charming maids 1 

By woodland ſhades, or flow'ry plain, it 74 

I ſought them, faithleſs maids ! in vain |: "1 

When lo! in happier hour, 1 

I leave behind my native mead, 1 i} 

To range where zeal and friendſhip lead, | tf 

2 viſit L %s honour d bow'r.. 1 
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Ah fooliſh man ! to ſeek the tuneful maids 
On other plains, or near leſs verdant ſhades! | 


Scarce have a” footſteps preſs'd the favour d 


When . nds ethereal ſtrike my ear; 
At once celeſtial forms appear; 
My fugitives are found!? 
The muſes here attune their 1 
Ah partial! with unwonted fires _ 
Here, hand in hand, with careleſs mien, 
The ſportive graces trip the green. 


h Bus whilſt 1 wander'd o'er a ſcene fo fair, 

Too well at one ſurvey I trace, 

How ev'ry muſe, and ev'ry grace, 

Had long employ'd their care. 

Lurks not a ſtone enrich'd with lively ſtain, 

Blooms not a flow'r amid the vernal ſtore, 
Falls not a plume on India's diſtant plain, 

Glos not a ſhell on Adria's rocky ſhore, 
But torn, methought, from native lands or ſeas, 
From their arrangement, gain freſh pow'r to pleaſe. 


And ſome had bent the wild'ring maze, 
Bedeck'd with ev'ry ſhrub that blows; 
And ſome entwin'd the willing ſprays, 
* To ſhield th' illuſtrious dame's repoſe : 
Other's had grac'd the ſprightly dome, 
And taught the portrait where to glow ;. 
Others arrang'd the curious tome; 
Or, mid the decorated ſpace, 
Aﬀlign'd the laurel'd buſt a place, 
And giv'n to learning all the pomp of ſhow. 
And now, from ev'ry taſk withdrawn, 
They met and frifk'd it o'er the lawn. 


Ah! wo is me, ſaid I; 
And s hilly circuit heard my cry, 


| Have- 
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| Have I for this, with labour ſtrove, 
And laviſh'd all my little ſtore 

| To fence for you my {hady grove, 


And ſcollop ev 'ry winding Ws. 
And fringe with ev'ry purple roſe, 
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The ſapphire ſtream that down my valley flows * 


Ah! lovely treach'rous maids ! 
To quit unſeen my votive ſhades, 
When pale diſeaſe, and tort'ring pain 
Had torn me from the breezy 3 
And to a reſtleſs couch contin'd 
Who ne'er your wonted taſks declin Ws 
She needs. not your officious aid 
'To ſwell the fong, or plan the ſhade. 
By genuine fancy fir d, 
Her native genius guides her hand, 
And while ſhe marks the ſage command, i 
More lovely ſcenes her ſkill ſhall raiſe, 
Her lyre reſound with nobler lays 
Than ever you inſpir'd. 
Thus I my rage, and grief diſplay ; 
But vainly blame, and vainly mourn, 
Nor will a grace or muſe return 


Till e lead the way. 


—— 
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Written in a FLOWER-BOOK of my own 
colouring, deſigned for W N 


5 7 5 3-4» | 
| Debite at opifex corone. Hor, 


Ring, Fhra, bring thy 8 here, 
The pride = all the bloomin 8 year 3 
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And let me, thence, a garland frame, 1 | 
To crown this fair, this peerleſs dame! | 
5 But ah ! ſince envious winter lours, N 
And Hewell meads reſign their flow'rs, 
Let art and friendſhip joint eſſay 
Diffuſe their flow'rets, in her way. 
Not nature can herſelf repare 
A worthy wreath for Leſbia's hair, 
Whoſe temper, like her forehead, ſmooth, 
| Whoſe thoughts and accents form to ſooth, 
Whoſe pleaſing mien, and make refin'd, 
| Whoſe artleſs breaſt, and poliſh'd mind, 
From all the nymphs of plain or grove, . 
- Deſerv'd and won my Plymouth's love. 
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2» Was in in a cook, Aonian glade, 
The wanton Cupid, ſpent with toll, 
Had ſought refreſhment from the ſhade ; F 
And ſtretch'd him on the moſſy oil. 


A vagrant muſe drew nigh, and found 
IT he ſubtle traitor faſt aſleep; 
And is it thine to ſnore profound, 
She ſaid, yu teave the world to weep: „ 


But huſn from this auſpicious hour, 
The world, I ween, may reſt in peace; 

And robb'd of darts, and ſtript of pow 2 
Thy peeviſh petulance decreaſe. 


Sleep on, poor child! whilſt I withdraw, 
And this thy vile artill'ry hide 


When the Caſtalian fount ſhe ſaw, 
i And plung'd his arrous in the tide. 
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That magic fount—ill judging maid ! 3 
Shall cauſe you ſoon to curſe the day, 


Lou dar'd the ſhafts of love invade,  _ 
And gave his arms redoubled ſway. Le” 


For in a ſtream ſo- wondrous clear, 
When angry Cupid ſearches round, . 
Will not the radiant points appear? 
Will not the furtive ſpoils be found * 


Too ſoon they were; and ev'ry dart, 

Dipt in the muſe's myſtic ſpring, 

Acquir'd new force to wound the heart, 
And taught at once to love and ing. 


Then farewell ye Pierian quire; 

For who will now your altars throng ? 
From love we learn to ſwell the lyre;z 
And echo aſks no n ſong. 
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Urit pes animi credula mutui. 


1 AS not by beauty. s aid alone, 

That love uſurp d his airy throne, 
His boaſted pow'r diſplay d: 

*Tis kindneſs that fecures bis aim, 

"Tis hope that feeds the kindling flame, 

Which beauty firſt convey'd. 


In Clara's eyes the ne, view; b 
Her lips with all the roſe's hue | 
Have all its ſweets combin'd ; 
Yet vain the bluſh, and faint hs fire, 
Till lips at once, and eyes — 
To prove 5 charmer kind | 
H * The! 
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By envy's ſelf admir'd; 
If Leſbia's wit betray d her ſcorn, 
In vain might ev'ry grace adorn, 


'. What ev'ry mule inſpir'd. 


Thus airy Strephon tun'd his lyre— 


He ſcorn'd the pangs of wild defire, 


Which love-fick ſwains endure : 

Reſolv'd to brave the keeneſt dart; 

Since frowns could never wound his heart, 
And ſmiles—muſt ever cure. | 


But ah ! how falſe theſe maxims prove, 


How frail ſecurity from love, 


Experience hourly ſhows | 


Love can imagin'd ſmiles ſupply, _ 


On ev'ry charming lip and eye 
Eternal ſweets beſtows. 


In vain we truſt the fair one's eyes; 
In vain the ſage explores the ſkies, 

To learn from ſtars his fate: 
Till led by fancy wide aftray, 


He finds no planet mark his way; 


Convinc'd and wiſe—too late. 


As partial to their words we prove, 
Then boldly join the liſts of love, 


With tow'ring hopes ſupply'd : 


Bo heroes, taught by doubtful ſhrines, | || 


Miſtook their deity's deſigns, 0 
Then took the field—and dy'd. 
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Tho' wit might gild the tempting ſnare, 
Wich ſofteſt accent, ſweeteſt air, 
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1. DYING E101: 
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Optima queque dies mifori mortalibus avi . 
Prima fugit — 
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Tear bedews. my Delia's eye, 

| To think yon playful kid muſt die; 
From cryſtal ſpring, and flow'ry mead, 
Muſt, in his prime of life, recede! 
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Erewhile, in ſportive circles round 4 
She ſaw him wheel, and friſk, and bound; ; po 3 
From rock to rock purſue bis way, 1 
And, on the fearful margin play. 


Pleas'd on his various freaks to dwell, 
She ſaw him climb my ruſtic cell; 
Thence eye my lawns with verdure bright, 
And ſeem all raviſh'd at the ſight. 


She tells, with what delight he ſtood, 
J 0o trace his features in the flood: 
Then ſkipt aloof with quaint amaze 
And then drew near again to gaze. 


She tells me how with eager ſpeed 

He flew, to hear my vocal reed; 
And how, with critic face profound, 
And ſtedfaſt ear, devour'd the ſound. 


His ev'ry frolic, light as air, 
Deſerves the gentle Delia's care; 
And tears bedew her tender eye, 


To think the playful kid muſt die. 


But knows my Delia, timely wiſe, 
How ſoon this blameleſs zra flies ? 
While violence and craft ſucceed ; 
Unfair defign, and ruthleſs deed 1 
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Soon would the vine his wounds deplore, 
And yield her purple gifts no more; 1 
Ah ſoon, eraz d from ev'ry grove 

Were Delia's name, and Strephon's love. 


No more thoſe bow'rs might Strephon ſee, 
Where firſt he fondly gaz'd on thee; 


No more thoſe beds of flow'rets find, 


| Which for thy charming brows he twin'd. 


Each wayward paſſion ſoon would tear 
His boſom, now ſo void of care; 
And, when they left his ebbing vein, 
What, but inſipid age, remain? 


Then mourn not the decrees of fate, 
That gave his life ſo ſhort a date; 
And l will join my tend'reſt ſighs, 

Ao think that n ſo 1 lies! 


SONG 8, written chiefly between the 
: years 1737 and 1742. 
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Told my n ymph, I told her true, = 5 


My Beide w. were ſmall, my flocks were few ; 
While fault'ring accents ſpoke my fear, 
That Flavia might not prove ſincere. 


Of crops deſtroy'd by vernal cold, 
And vagrant ſheep that left my fold; 
Of theſe ſhe heard, yet bore to hear ; ; 
And is not Flavia then fincere ? 


How chang'd by fortune's fickle wind, 
'The friends I lov'd became unkind, 
She heard, and ſhed a gen'rous tear; 
And is not t Flavia then fincere " 


How, 
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How, if ſhe deign'd my love to bleſs, | ; 

My Flavia muſt not hope for dreſs ; | 

This too ſhe heard, and ſmil'd to hear; 
And Flavia ſure muſt be ſincere. | 

Go ſhear your flocks, ye jovial ſwains, 4 
Go reap the plenty of your plains; „ | 
Deſpoil'd of all which you revere, ; 
I know 1 my Flavia's love ſincere. 1 
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J ow pleas'd within my pative bow'rs 


Erewhile I paſs'd the day! 5 — 


Was ever ſcene ſo deck'd with flow'rs ? 3 
Were ever flow'rs ſo gay? 5 


How ſweetly y ſmil'd the hill, the vale, 
And all the landfcape round: ! 


The river gliding down the dale ! 1 
The hill with beeches crown'd! _ 1 4 
But now, when urg'd by tender woes, — 
I fpeed to meet my dear, 
That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 
And check my fond career. 4 


No more, ſince Daphne was my cheine, 
Their wonted charms I ſee: 

That verdant hill, and ſilver ſtream, 
Divide my lore and me. 


T 


1 
- 


1 WW 


2 88 
A 
3 


r at nee oc 


* 
E . 
: ä | c 2 
2 . * ... HT; 4s 5 33 — 1 e 
* wy _— 6 A 1 | iy _ — > - -. — * 2 . 12 — 1 * 
rn Ne any SID . 3 2 * 1 4 BT 

22 —— 2 — -— * 8 EE Mia — . 22 — ; 

* — — 4 : n þ OI . wh — 26 
Dorn OE Me aw 4 * SIS 0 - 


* * 1 
n FELT ws 2 * a 
—ͤ—ä—64ä— 2 — —— 2 — rr 


1 n 
* IB. 


— — YR 
© AS 


$2 


2 
4 — ——ł ͥ — — 
n * 


" Be 6s, 
— DNR wo 
wt 


. © + 


5 — 


Ex 


RS eos * - Sat 
S — — — — 2 » 8) — "8214 —_ 22 x 
— th 3 — CER ITT OW 8 4 
—_ PS tn — = : * 


—_— 


99 
D 
S pod 


"por ang 
—_ 


ik 


: 
7 : 
7 1 
1 
6 
1 
1 7 
——_— 
1 * 
. 
n 
| + \ 
4 ; 
8 
* 9 
1 . L 5 
EF ak 1 : 
* 
1 
. 5 
: x = 
1 
21 
" 
1 
5 oy 
. 
1 1 
14 £ 5 
F J 
d 

1 

1 s 
+ 

4 

+ $4 

5 12 
8 , 

4 
1 
11 
1 
18 7 
x ! 

x. 

+4 
i. 

2 

2 

1 

1 

145 
* 

2 
MS 

£ 
$ 
3 x8 

THEE 

11 2 
5 
* 

. 
118 
155 
3! 


4 

; 8 
bh 
oo 


e 


9 


r . —— 
D 


rr nc. 


—— 


3 
— 


\ 
FE 


Who, ſcorn 


LOS ern 8 <5 5 HT / * ed 5 r W 4 
9 3 . 7 0 4 
* * 
* f 


0 ODES, SONGS, S. 


FEC 
SR SONG m. 

E gentle N and gen'rous dames, 
Y That rule o'er ev'ry Britiſh mind; 


Be ſure ye ſoothe their am'rous flames, 
Be ſure your laws are not unkind. 


For hard it is to wear their bloom 


In unremitting ſighs away: 
To mourn the night's oppreſſive gloom, 


And faintly bleſs the riſing day. 


And cruel *twere a free-born ſwain, 
A Britiſh youth ſhould vainly moan 
ful of a tyrant's chain, 
Submits to yours, and yours alone. 


Nor pointed ſpear, nor links of ſteel, 


Could cer thoſe gallant minds ſubdue, 


Who beauty's wounds with pleaſure feel, 


And boaſt the fetters wrought by you. | 
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AO, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 

To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way; 

And there on quiy'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 
- And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 


Tell her the ſounds that ſoothe her ear, 


To Damen's native plains, belong. = 
. Tell 


ODES, SONGS, bc. 101 
Fell her, in livelier plumes array d, 1 
The bird from Indian groves may ſhine 


But aſk the lovely partial maid, 
What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witleſs beau, 
And all his flaunting race with ſcorn; 
And lend an ear to Damon's wo, | 
Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
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Ah! ego non aliter triſtes evincere morbos | 
Optarem, quam te fic quoque velle putem. 1 
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N ev'ry tree, in ev'ry plain, 
I trace the jovial ſpring in vain |: 
A ſickly languor veils mine eyes, 
And faſt my waning vigour flies. 


Nor flow'ry plain, nor budding tree;. 

That ſmile an others, ſmile on me 
Mine eyes from death ſhall court repoſe, 

Nor ſhed a tear before they cloſe, 


* s 


What bliſs to me can ſeaſons bring? 
Or, what the needleſs pride of ſpring ? 

The cypreſs bough, that ſuits the bier, 

Retains its verdure all the year. | 
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Tis true, my vine ſo freſh and fair, 
Might claim a while my wonted care 
My rural ſtore ſome pleafure yield; 
So white a flock, ſo green a field 


My friends, that each-in kindneſs vie, 
Might well expect one parting ſigh; _ 
Might well demand one tender tear; 

For when was Damon unſincere? : 
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But ere I aſk once more to view t:: 8 
Yon ſetting ſun his race renew, | : 
Inform me, ſwains; my friends, declare, | 0 
* pity ing Delia j Join, the pray'r? . 
2 
ee eee r. c. 0 
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ES, Fulvia is like Venus fair; ; 
Has all her bloom, and ſhape, and. air: 
But ſtill, to perfect ev'ry grace, 
She wants—the ſmile upon her face. 


The crown majeſtic Juno wore; 

And Cynthia's brow the creſcent bore, 

An helmet mark*d Minerva's mien, 
But ſmiles diſtinguifl'd beauty's queen. 


Her train was form'd of ſmiles and loves, 
Her chariot drawn by gentleſt doves ; FP „ | 
And from her zone, te nymph may find, | 
Tis beauty's province to be kind. 


Then ſmite, my fair; and all whoſe aim 

Aſpires to paint the Cypri ian dame, 
Or bid her breathe in living ſtone, 

hall take __ forms from 2 alone. 5 
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HE lovely Delia {miles a nin! 


3 That killing frown has left her brow : | 
1 Can ſhe forgive 1 jealous pain, | 
And give me back * Angry A. 
. Love 
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Love is an April's doubtful day: 

A while we ſee the tempeſt lour; 
Anon the radiant heav'n ſurvey, 

And quite forget the flitting ſhow'r.. 


The flow'rs that hung their languid head, 
Are burniſlyd by the tranfient rains; 
The vines their wonted tendrils ſpread, - 
And double verdure gilds the plains. 


— — 


The ſprightly birds, that droop'd no leſs - 7 


Beneath the pow'r of rain and wind, 
In ev'ry raptur'd note expreſs 


The joy I feel—when thou art kind. 


WH bright Roxana treads the green, 
In all the pride of dreſs and mien; 

Averſe to freedom, love, and play, 

The dazzling rival of the day: 

None other beauty ſtrikes mine eye, 

The lilies droop, the roſes die. 


But when, diſclaiming art, the fair 

A ſſumes a ſoft engaging . 

Mild as the op'ning morn of May, 
Familiar, friendly, free, and gay 3 

The ſcene improves, where: eber ſhe goes 
More ſweetly ſmile the pink and roſe. 


O lovely maid! propitious. hear, 
Nor deem thy ſhepherd inſincere; 2 


Pity a wild illuſive flame 
That varies objects {till the ſame :.- 

And let their very changes prove 1 
The never · varied force of love. 5 
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VALENTINE's DAY. 


TP IS ſaid, that under diſtant kkics, 
Nor you the fact deny, 
What firſt attracts an Indian s eyes 
Becomes his deity. 


Perhaps a lily, or a roſe, | 

That ſhares the morning's ray, 

May to the wakin 0 ſwain diſcloſe 
e regent of the day. 


Perhaps a plant in yonder grove, 

Enrich'd with fragrant pow'r, 

May tempt his vagrant eyes to rove, 
Where blooms the ſow reign flower. 


Perch'd on the cedar's topmoſt bough, 

And gay with gilded wings, 
Perchance the patron of his vow, 
Some artleſs linnet ſings. 


The ſwain ſurveys her pleas d, afraid, 
Then low to earth he Den 3 

And owns upon her friendly aid, 
His health, his life, depends. 


Vain futile idols, bird or flow” "4 
To tempt a vot'ry's pray'r |—— 


How would his humble bomage tower 


Should he behold my fair! 


Yes—might the Pagan's waking eyes 
O'er Flavia's beauty range, 


He there would fix his laſting choice, . 
8 NG 


Nor dare, nor wiſh to change. 
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Ji fatal hours are wondrous near, 

That from theſe fountains bear my dear; 
A little ſpace is givin; in van: 
She robs my fight, and ſhuns the plain, 


A little ſpace for me to prove . 
My boundleſs flame, my endleſs love 3 ON 
And like the train of vulgar hours, 


Invidious time that ſpace devours. 


Near yonder beech is Delia's way, 
On that I gaze the livelong day; 

No eaſtern monarch's dazzling pride 
Should draw my longing eyes aſide. 


The chief, that knows of ſuccours nigh, 
And ſees his mangled legions die, 

Caſts not a more impatient glance, 

To ſee the loit'ring aids advance. 


Not more, the ſchoolboy, that expires 
Far from his native home, requires 
To ſee ſome friend' s familiar face, 

Or meet a parent's laſt embrace- 


She comes—but ah! what crouds of eau | 
In radiant bands my fair incloſe ! 

Oh ! better hadit thou ſhunn'd the green, 
Oh, Delia ! better far unſeen, 


Methinks, by all my tender fears, 
By all my fighs, by all my tears, 
might from torture now be free 


"0 mare than death to TOY” from thee ! 
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166 ODE S, SON G8, ee. 
8. 0 N G XI. 1744. 


Erhaps it is not love, ſaid I, 
«© That melts my ſoul when 'Flavia's nigh ; 
Where wit and ſenſe like hers agree, 
One may be pleas'd, and yet be free. 


The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find; 

The hermit freezing in his cell, 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not love—averſe to bear 
The ſervile chain that lovers wear; 
Let, let me all my fears remove, 
My doubts diſpel—it is not love— 


Oh! when did wit fo. brightly ſhine 
In any form leſs fair than thine? 


It is— it is love's ſubtle fire, 


And under friendſhip lurks defire. 


SON G XI. 1744. 


* deſart plains, and ruſhy meers, 
And wither.d heaths I rove; 

| Where tree, nor ſpire, nor cote appears, 
I paſs to meet my love. 4 


But tho* my path were damaſx d o'er. 
With beauties &er ſo fine; 
4 7 thoughts would fly before,, 


fix alone —on thine. 
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No fir-crown'd hills could give delight, 
No palace pleaſe mine eye: 

No pyramid's aerial height, 
Where mould'ring monarchs lie. 


Unmov'd, ſhould eaſtern kings advance, 
Could I the pageant fee ; 

Splendour might catch one ſcornful glance, 
Not ſteal one thought. from thee. 
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The ScHOLAR's RELAPSE. 


BY n of a grove, at the let af is bal, 
Where whiſper'd the beech, and where mur- 
mur'd the rill ; 
I vow'd to the muſes my time and x 


Since neither could win me the ſmiles of my Gabe: 25 


Free 1 rang d like the birds, like the birds free I ſung, 


And Delia's lov'd name ſcarce elcap'd from my 


tongue : 
But if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 
I ſhould wiſh, unawares, that my Delia might hear. 


With faireſt ideas my boſom I ſtor d, 
Alluſive to none but the nymph I ador'd! 
And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin 'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


So long as of nature the charms I purſue, 
I ſtill muſt my Delia's dear image rene wc; 
The graces have yielded with Delia to rove, 
And the muſes are * in alliance with love. 5 
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. SON EC Iv. 
The ROS E-B U D. 


GEE, Daphne, fee, Fhrelio ery'd, 
0 


And learn the ſad effects of pride; ; 
Ton ſhelter'd roſe, how ſafe conceal'd! 35 
How quickly blaſted, when reveal'd ! „ ; 
The ſun with warm attractive rays 
Tempts it to wanton in the blaze: | : ” 
A gale. ſucceeds from eaſtern ſkies, | 
And all its bluſhing radiance dies. ; 


So you, my fair, of charms divine, 
Will quit the plains, too fond to ſhine 
Where fame's tranſporting rays allure, 
Tho' here more happy, more ſecure. 


The breath of ſome neglected maid 

Shall make you figh you left the ſhade: 
A breath to beauty's bloom unkind, 
As to the roſe an eaſtern wind. 


The nymph reply'd—Yau firſt, my ſwain, . 
Confine your ſonnets to the plain; 
One envious tongue alike * 
Lou of your wit, me of my charms, 


What is, unknown, the poet's {Kill ? 
Or what, unheard, the tuneful thrill? 
What, unadmir'd, a charming mien? 


Or what the roſe's bluſh, unſeen ?. 


So N 


0 D E 8, SON G 8, ec. 


s O N G XV. 
in „ 


1746. 


No more, ye e wankling birds, rejoice: 
Of all that cheer'd the plain, 

Echo alone preſerves her voice, 

And ſhe—repeats my pain. 


Where'er my love- fick limbs I lay, 
To ſhun the ruſhing wind, 
Its buſy murmurs ſeems to ſay, 

“ She never will be kind !” 


The naiads, o'er their frozen urns, 
In icy chains repine 

And each in ſullen filence mourns 
Her freedom loſt, like mine ! 


Soon will the ſun's returning rays. 
| The cheerleſs froſt controul; 
When will relenting Delia chaſe 
The winter of my ſoul? 5 


86 


s O N G XI. 


DAPHNE's vint. 


E birds! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lay ſalute my love: 

| My Daphne, with your notes detain; 

Or I have rear'd my grove in vain. 


Ye flow'rs ! before her footſteps rife, 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes, 
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10 OD ES, SONGS, br. 
That ſhe your op'ning charms may ſee: - 
Or what were alt your charms to me? 

Kind Zephyr! bruth each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r : 

Or never more, O gentle wind, | 
Shall I, from thee, refreſhment find. 

Ye ſtreams } if Cer your banks I lov'd, 

If e'er your native ſounds improv'd, 

May each ſoft murmur ſoothe my fair; 

Or oh ! 'twill deepen my deſpair. 

And thou, my grott!! whoſe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine ſurrounds, - 


May Daphne praiſe thy peaceful gloom ; 


Or thou ſhalt prove her Damon's tomb. 


Written in 2 Collection of BAcchANALIAR 


DONGS. 


Dieu, ye jovial youths, who. join - 
To plunge old care in floods of wine; 
And, as your dazzled eye-balls roll, | 
Diſcern him ſtruggling in the bowl. 
Not yet is hope ſo wholly flown, 
Not yet is thought ſo tedious grown, 
But limpid ſtream and ſhady tree 
Retain, as yet, ſome ſweets for me. 
And ſee, thro' yonder filent grove, 
See yonder does my Daphne rove, 
With pride her footſteps I purſue, 
And bid your frantic joys adieu. 
The ſole confuſion J admire, 
Is that my Daphne's. eyes inſpire : 
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I ſcorn the madneſs you approve, | 
And value reaſon next to love. 


| ooo rotten pence >enc iu en neg unpIS 


SONG XVII. 
Imitated from the FR ENR. 


1 ES, theſe are the ſcenes where with 7ris I ſtray'd, 
But ſhort was her ſway for ſo lovely a maid} 

In the bloom of her youth to a cloyſter the run; 

In the bloom of her graces too fair for a nun 

IIl- grounded, no doubt, a devotion muſt prove 

So fatal to beauty, ſo killing to love! 


Yes, theſe are the meadows, the ſhrubs and the plains; 
Once the ſcene of my pleaſures, the ſcene of my pains; 


How many ſoft moments I ſpent in this grove! 


How fair was my nymph! and how fervent my love 


Be ſtill tho', my heart! thine emotion give o'er ; 
Remember, the ſeaſon of love is no more. 


With her how I ſtray'd amid fountains and bow'rs, 

Or loiter'd behind and collected the flow'rs ! 

Then breathleſs with ardour my fair one-purſu'd, 

And to think withwhatkindaeſs my garland theview'd! 

But be ſtill, my fond heart! this emotion give oer; 
Fain wouldſt thou forget thou mult love her no more. 
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112 ODES, SONGS, ee. 
The HALCYON. 


W HY o'er the verdant banks of ooze 
Does yonder halcyon ſpeed ſo faſt; 
Tis all becauſe ſhe would not loſe | 
Her fav'rite calm that will not laſt. 


The ſun with azure paints the ſkies, ö 
I be ſtream reflects each flow'ry ſpray; 
And frugal of her time, ſhe flies 
To take her fill of love and play. 


See her, when rugged Boreas blows, 
Warm in ſome rocky cell remain; 

Jo ſeek for pleaſure, well ſhe knows, 
. Would only then enhance the pain. 


Deſcend, ſhe cries, thou hated ſhow'r, | - 
Deform my limpid waves to-day, 

For I have choſe a fairer hour | ” 
To take my fill of love and play, 


You too, my Sylvia, ſure will own 
Life's azure ſeaſons ſwiftly roll : 
* And when our youth, or health is flo 
I 0o think of love but ſhocks the ſoul. 


Could Damon but deſerve thy charms, - 
As thou art Damon's only theme; 
; He d fly as quick to Delia's arms, 
As mn halcyon. An the ſtream. 


o DES, SONGS, & 113 
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IS dear my Lucio is to me, 

_ So well our minds and tempers blend 
That ſeaſons may for ever flee, 
And ne'er divide me from my friend; 
But let the favour'd boy forbear 
To tempt with love my only fair. 


4 


O Lycon, born when ev'ry muſe, _ 
When ev'ry grace benignant ſmil'd, 
With all a parent's breaſt could chuſe 
To bleſs her lov'd, her only child 
Tis thine, ſo richly grac'd, to prove 
More noble cares, than cares of love. 


Together we from early youth 
Have trode the flow'ry tracks of time, 
Together mus'd in ſearch of trutl, 
O'er learned ſage, or bard ſublime; 5 
And welt thy cultur'd breaſt I know, 
What wondrous treaſure it can ſhow. 


Come then, reſume thy charming lyre, 
And ſing ſome patriot's worth ſublüme 3 

Wbilſt I in fields of ſoft defire, | 
Conſume my fair and fruitleſs prime; 

Whoſe reed aſpires but to diſplay 

The flame that burns me night and day. 


O come l the dryads of the woods 
Shall daily ſoothe thy ſtudious mind, 
The blue - ey d nymphs of yonder floods 
Shall meet and court thee to be kind; 
And fame ſits liſt'ning for thy lays, 
Ta ſwell her trump with Lucio's praiſe, 
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114 ODES, SONGS, &c. 

Like me, the plover fondly tries 
To lure the ſportſman from her neſt, g 

And flutt'ring on with anxious cries | 
Too plainly ſhews her tortur'd breaſt : 

Olet him conſcious of her care, 

Pity her pains, and learn to ſpare. 


NEN NN Eee 


A PASTORAL ODE. 
| To the Honourable 7 | | 
Sir Richard Lyitleton. 18 1 


_— morn diſpens'd a dubious light, 

A ſullen miſt had ſtol'n from fight 
Each pleaſing vale and hill : 

When Damon left his humble W rs 

To guard his flocks, to fence his flow'rs, 
Or check his wand! Ting rill. „„ 


Tho' ſchoob d from fortune's paths to fy, 

The fwain beneath each louring ſky, 
Would oft his fate bemoan; 

That he, in ſylvan thades, forlorn [ 

Muſt waſte his cheerleſs ev'n and morn, 
Nor prais'd, nor lov'd, nor known. 


No friend to fame's obſtrep'rous noiſe, 
Let to the whiſpers of her voice, 
Soft murmuring, not a foe: - 
The pleaſures he thro” choice declin'd, 
When gloomy fogs deprefs'd his mind, 
It griev'd him to forego. 


Griev'd him to lurk the lakes befide, 
Where coots in rene — hide, 
And 
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And moorcocks ſhun the day; 
While caitiff bitterns, undiſmay'd, 
Remark the ſwain's familiar ſhade, 

And ſcorn to quit their prey. 


But ſee, the radiant ſun once more 
The bright'ning face of heav'n reſtore, 
And raiſe the doubtful dawn; 

And more to gild his rural ſphere, 
At once the brighteſt train appear, 
That ever trode the lawn. 


Amazement chill'd the ſhepherd's 8 
To think * Bridgewater's honour'd name 
Should grace his ruſtic cell; 
That ſhe, on all whoſe motions wait 
Diſtinction, titles, rank, and ſtate, 
Should rove where ſhepherds wells 


But true it is, the gen'rous mind, 

By candour ſway'd, by taſte refin'd, 
Will nought "co vice diſdain; 

Nor will the breaſt where fancy glows 

Deem ev'ry flow'r a weed, that blows 
Amid the deſart plain. 


Beſeems it ſuch, with honour crown'd, 
To deal its lucid beams around, 
Nor equal meed receive : 
At moſt ſuch garlands from the geld, 
As cowllips, pinks, and panſies yield, 
And rural hands can weave. 


Yet ſtrive, ye ſhepherds, ſtrive to find, 
And weave the faireſt of the kind, y 


* The Dutcheſs of Bridgewater, married fo. Sir Richard LyttHt- - 
$8 © | | 
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The prime of all the ſpring ; 
If haply thus yon lovely fair 


May round their temples deign to wear 
The trivial wreaths. you bring. 


O how the peaceful halcyans play'd, 

Where-e' er the confcious lake betr ay d 
Athenia's placid mien 

Ho did the ſprightlier linnets throng, 

Where Paphia's charms requir'd the ſong, 
Mid hazel copſes green! 


Lo, Dartmouth on thoſe banks reclin' d, 
While buſy fancy calls to mind 
The glories of his line; 
Methinks my cottage rears its head, 
The ruin'd walls of yonder ſhed, 
As thro' inchantment, ſhine. 


But who the nymph that guides their way? 

Could ever nymph deſcend to ſtray 
From Hagley's fam'd retreat? 

Elſe by the blooming features fair, 

'The Kulcleſs make, the matchleſs air, 
Twere Cynthia's form complete. 


So would ſome tuberoſe delight, 
That ſtruck the pilgrim's wond'ring fight 
Mid lonely deſarts drear ; 


All as at eve, the ſov? reign flow'r, 


Diſpenſes round its. balmy pow'r, 
And crowns the fragrant year. 


Ah, now no more, the ſhepherd cry 4, 
Muſt I ambitzon's charms deride, 

Her ſubtle force diſown; 

No more of fawns or fairies dream, 
While fancy, near each cryſtal ſtream, 
Shall paint theſe forms alone, 


OD ES, SONGS, &c. 
By low-brow'd rock, or pathleſs mead, 
J deem'd that ſplendour ne'er ſhould lead 
My dazzled eyes aſtray | 
But who, alas! will dare contend, 
If beauty add, or merit-blend 
Its more illuſtrious ray 


* Nor is it long—O plaintive ſwain! 
Since Guernſey ſaw, without diſdain, 
Where, hid in woodlands green, 

The * partner of his early days, 
And once the rival of his praiſe, 
Had ſtol'n thro? life unſeen. 


Scarce faded is the vernal flow'r, 

Since Stamford left his honour'd bow'r, 
To ſmile familiar here: 

O form'd by nature to diſcloſe 

How fair that courteſy which flows 
From ſocial warmth lincere. 


Nor yet have many moons decay'd, 
Since Pollis fought this lonely ſhade,. 
Admir'd this rural maze : 
The nobleſt breaſt that virtue fires, 
The graces love, the muſe inſpires, 
Might pant for. Pollio's praiſe. 


Say, Thomſon here was known to reſt; 

For him yon vernal ſeat I dreſt, 
Ah, never to return | 

In place of wit, and melting ſtrains, 

And ſocial mirth, it now remains 
To weep beſide his urn. 


Come then, my Lælius, come once more, 
And fringe the melancholy ſhore 


They were ſchook fellows, 
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= ODES, SONGS; os 
With roſes and with bays, 


While Leach wayward fate accuſe, 


That envy'd his impartial muſe 
To ſing your early praiſe. 


While Philo, to whoſe favour'd * 
Antiquity, with full delight, 

Her inmoſt wealth diſplays; | 
Beneath yon ruin's moulder'd wall 
Shall muſe, and with his friend recall: 

The pomp of ancient days. 


Here too ſhall Conway's name appear, , 
He prais'd the ſtream ſo lovely clear, 
That ſhone the reeds among; 
Yet clearneſs could it not diſcloſe, . 
To match the rhetoric that flows 
From Conway's polith'd tongue. 


Ev'n Pitt, whoſe fervent periods roll 
Reſiſtleſs, thro' the kindling ſoul 
Of ſenates, councils, kings 
Tho? form'd for courts, vouchſaf d to rove 
Inglorious, thro? the ſhepherd's grove, 
And ope his baſhful ſprings. 


But what can courts diſcover more, 
Than theſe rude haunts have ſeen before, 
Each fount and ſhady tree? . 
Have not theſe trees and fountains ſeen 
The pride of cq;ts, the winning mien 
Of peerleſs Ayleſbury ? - | 


And Grenvilſ, ſhe whoſe radiant eyes. 
Have mark by flow gradation riſe 
= The-princely piles of Stow; 

Yet prais'd thefe unembelliſh'd woods, 
And * fmil'd to ſee the bubbling floods, 
I Thro' ſelf. worn mazes flow. 


X Say, Dartmouth, who your banks admir'd, 
| Again beneath your caves retir'd, 


* 
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Shall grace the penſive ſhade; 
With all the bloom, with all the truth, 
With all the ſprightlineſs of youth, 
By cool refleftion ſway'd : 


Brave, yet humane, ſhall Smith appear, 
Ye ſailors, tho' his name be dear, 
Think him not yours alone: 
Grant him in other ſpheres to charm, 
The ſhepherds breaſts tho* mild are ny, 
And ours are all his own. | 


* 


O Lyttleton ! my honour'd gueſt, 
Could I deſcribe thy gen'rous breaſt, 
Thy firm, yet poliſh d mind; 
How public love adorns thy name, 5 
How fortune too conſpires with fame 3 


The ſong ſhould pleaſe mankind. 


* 
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VERS EA ritten townnda the: ola of 


the year 1748, to William Lyttleton, Eſq. 


HY blithely paſs'd the ſummer's day 
How bright was ev'ry flow'r? 


While friends arriv'd in circles gay, 
Io viſit Damon's bow'r ! _ 


But now, with filent ſtep, I range 
Along ſome lonely ſhore; . 

And Damon's bow'r, alas the change! * 
Is gay with frie ads no more. 


Away to crouds and cities borne 
In queſt of joy they ſteer; 
Whilſt I, alas! am left forlorn, 

To weep the parting year! 
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1260 ODES, SONGS, ee. 
O penſive Autumn] how I grieve 
Thy ſorrowing face to ſee! 


When languid ſuns are taking leave 
Of ev'ry drooping tree. 


Ah let me not, with heavy eye, 
This dying ſcene ſurvey ! | 


Haſte, Winter, haſte ; uſurp the iky : 8 
Complete my bow'r's decay. 


Hl can I bear the motely caſt 
Yon ſickning leaves retain 
That ſpeak at once of pleaſure paſt, 
And bode approaching pain. 


At home unbleſs'd, I gaze around, 
My diſtant ſcenes require; 
Where all in murky vapours drown'd. 
Are hamlet, hill, and ſpire. 


Tho' Thom/on, ſweet. deſcriptive bard k 

Inſpiring Autumn ſung; 

Yet how ſhould we the months regard, 
That ſtopp'd his flowing a ck ? 


Ah luckleſs months of all the reſt, 
To whoſe hard ſhare it fell! 

For ſure he was the gentleſt breaſt: 
That ever ſung ſo welt. 


And ſee, the ſwallows now - difowry. © 
The roofs they lov'd before; 

Each, like his wineful genius, flown 
To glad ſome happier ſhore. 


Fhe wood-nymph 2 with pale aff :obt; 
The ſportiman's frantic deed; 
While hounds, and horns, and yells unite. 


Fo. drown:the muſe 8. reed. | 
Ye 
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Te fields with blighted herbage brown | 
Te ſkies no longer blue 
Too much we feel from fortune's frown, 
To bear theſe frowns from you. 


Where is the mead's unſullied green? 
The zephyr's balmy gale? 


And where ſweet Friendhip's cordial mien, 


That brighten'd ev'ry vale ? 


What though the vine diſcloſe her dyes, - 
And boaſt her purple ſtore ; 


| Not all the vineyard's rich ſupplies 


Can ſoothe our ſorrows more. 


He! he is gone, whoſe moral ſtrain 
Could wit and mirthrrefine 

He ! he is gone, whoſe ſocial vein 
Surpaſs'd the pow'r of wine. 


Faſt by the ſtreams he deign'd to prove 
In yon ſequeſter'd grove z 
To him a votive urn I raiſe; 


To him, and friendly love. 


Yes there, my friend! forlorn and ſad, *© 


I grave your T, homſon* s name 
And there, his lyre ; which fate forbade 
To ſound your growing fame. 


There ſhall my plaintive ſong recount 
Dark themes of hopelefs wo; 

And, faſter than the dropping mm 
I'll teach mine eyes to flow. 


There leaves, in ſpite of Autumn, green, 
Shall ſhade the hallow'd ground; 

And Spring will there again be ſeen, 5 
To call forth flow'rs around, 
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But no kind ſons will bid me fhare, 
Once more, his ſocial hour; 

Ah Spring! thou never canſt repair 
This loſs to Damon's bow'r. 


JEMMY DAWSON. 


A BALLAD; written about the time of his 
execution, in the year 17435. 


me liſten to my mournful tale, 
Ve tender hearts and lovers dear; 
Nor will you ſcorn to heave a ſigh, . 
Nor need you bluſh to ſhed a tear. 


And thou, dear Kitty, peerleſs maid, 
Do thou a penſive ear incline 

For thou canſt weep at ev'ry wo; 
And pity ev'ry plaint—- but mine. 


Young Dawſon was a gallant boy, 

A brighter never trode the plain 
And well he lov'd one charming maid, 

And dearly was he lov'd again. 


One tender maid, ſhe lov'd him dear, 
Of gentle blood the damſel came; 


4 And faultleſs was her beauteous form, | 


And ſpotleſs was her virgin fame. 


But curſe on party's hateful ſtrife, 
That led the favour'd youth aſtray ; 

The day the rebel clans appear d, 

O had he never ſeen that day 


Their 
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Their colours and their ſaſh he wore, 
Aud in the fatal dreſs was found; 


And now he muſt that death endure, 8 
Which gives the brave the keeneſt wound. 


How pale was then his true-love's cheek, 
When Femmy's ſentence reach'd her ear! 
For never yet did Alpine ſnows, 
So pale, or yet ſo chill appear. 


With falt'ring voice, ſhe weeping ſaid, 
Oh Daw/on, monarch of my heart! 
Think not thy death ſhall end our loves, 

For thou and I will never part. 


Yet might ſweet mercy find a place, 
And bring relief to Femmy's woes; 
O George, without a pray'r for thee, 
My orifons thould never cloſe. 


The oracious prince that gave him life, 
Would crown a never-dying flame; 
And ev'ry tender babe I bore 

Should learn to liſp the giver's name 
But tho' he ſhould be dragg'd in ſcorn 
To yonder ignominious tree; 


He ſhall not want one conſtant friend 
To ſhare the cruel fate's decree. 


O then her mourning- coach was call'd, 
The ſledge mov'd {lowly on before; 0 

Tho' borne in a triumphal car, — 
She had not lov'd her fav'rite more. | 


She follow'd him, prepar'd to view 
'The terrible beheſts of law ; 
And the laſt ſcene of Zemmy's woes, SS 
With calm and ſtedfaſt eye the ſaw. 


Diſtorted was that blooming face, s 
VWhich ſhe had fondly lov'd fo long; 
And ſtifled was that tuneful breath, | 
| Which in her wow had ſweetly ſung : 
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And ſever'd was that beauteous neck, : 
Round which her arms had fondly clos· d; ; 


And mangled was that beauteous breaſt, 
On which her love- ſick head repos'd ; 


And raviſh'd was that conſtant heart, 
She did to ev'ry heart prefer; 

For tho' it could its king forget, 
Twas true and loyal ſtill to her. 


Amid thoſe unrelenting flames, 
She bore this conſtant heart to ſee; 
But when 'twas moulder'd into duſt, 
Yet, yet, ſhe cry'd, I follow thee. 


My death, my death alone can ſhew 
The pure, the laſting love I bore; 

Accept, O Heav'n ! of woes like ours, 
And let us, let us weep no more, 


The diſmal ſcene was o'er and paſt, 
The lover's mournful hearſe — ; 

The maid drew back her languid head, 
And ſighing forth his name, _ 4. 


Tho? juſtice ever muſt prevail, 
The tear my Kitty ſheds, is due; 
For ſeldom ſhall ſhe hear a tale 
So ſad, ſo tender, yet ſo true. 


Since Phyllis-vouchſaf'd me a look, 
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| 585 _ , 
Paſtoral BALLAD, in four Parts. 
| 77 Written in 1743- 7 
Arbuſia humileſque myriad, . 16. 

I ABSENCE. 


VV ſhepherds ſo cheerful and gay, 


Whoſe flocks never careleſsly roam; 
Should Corydon's happen to ſtray, 

Oh ! call the poor wanderers home. 
Allow me to muſe and to ſigh, 

Nor talk of the change that ye find; 
None once was ſo watchful as I : 
U have left my dear Phyllis behind. 


Now I know what it is to have ſtrove 


With the torture of doubt and deſire; 


What it is to admire and to love, 


And to leave her we love and admire, 
Ah lead forth my flock in the morn, 

And the damps of each ev'ning repel ; 
Alas! I am faint and forlorn: 17 

— TI have bade my dear Phyllis farewell. 


I never once dream'd of my vine; 


May I loſe both my pipe and my crook, 


If I knew of a kid that was mine. 
I priz'd ev'ry hour that went by, Eo. 
Beyond all that had pleas'd me before . 
But now they are paſt, and I figh; 
And I grieve that I priz d them no more. 


11 But 
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But why do I languiſn in vain? 

Why wander thus penſively here? 
Oh! why did I come from the plain, 
Where l fed on the ſmiles of my dear? 
They tell me, my favourite maid, 

The pride of that valley, is flown; 
Alas! where with her I have ſtray'd, 

I could wander with pleaſure alone. 


When forc'd the fair nymph to forego, 
Wbat anguiſh I felt at my heart 
Yet I thought but it might not be fo— 
Twas with pain that ſhe ſaw me depart. 

She gaz'd, as I ſlowly withdrew ; 

My path I could hardly diſcern 
So ſweetly ſhe bade me adieu, 

I thought that ſhe bade me return, 


The pilgrim that journeys all day 

Toh ſome 5 — "ima VE 
If he bear but a relic away, 

Is happy, nor heard to repine. 
Thus widely remov'd from the fair, 
Where my vows, my devotion, I owe, 
Soft hope is the relic I bear, 

And my folace where-ever I go. 


7 nnd hdn donde pd peep pep does 
| A. 1 0 £. 
M* banks they are furniſh'd with bees, 


Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottoes are ſhaded with trees, 
And my hills are white - over with ſheep. 
I ſeldom have met with a loſs, 1 
Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets grow, 


Not 


Not a ſhrub that I heard her admire, 


Already it calls for my love, 


From the plains, from the woodlands and groves; 


„ 
T have found out a gift for my fair; 0 


And J lov'd her the more, when I heard | 
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Not a pine in my grove is there ſeen, | 
But with tendrils of woodbine is bound: 
Not a beech's more beautiful green, 
But a ſweet brier entwines it around. , 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, * 
More charms than my cattle unfold: 
Not a brook that is limped and clear, 
But it glitters with fiſhes of gold. 


One would think ſhe might like to retire 
To the bow'r I have labour'd to rear; 


But I haſted and planted it there. 
Oh how ſudden the jeflamine ſtrove 
With the lilac to render it gay! 


To prune the wild branches away. 


What ſtrains of wild melody flow? 
How the nightingales warble their loves 
From thickets of roſes that blow | 
And when her bright form ſhall appear, 
Each bird ſhall harmoniouſly join 
In a concert ſo ſoft and ſo clear, | 
ſhe may not be fond to reſign. 


\ 


I have found where the wood-pigeons breed: 
But let me that plunder forbear, | | 
She will ſay twas a barbarous deed. 
For he ne'er could be true, ſhe averr'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young: 


Such tenderneſs fall from her tongue. 


I have heard her with ſweetneſs unfold . 
How that pity was due to—a dovez, _ 
That it ever attended the bold, | 
And. ihe calld it the 1 of love. 
| N 
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But her words ſuch a pleaſure convey, 
50 much J her accents adore, 

Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe fay, 

Methinks 1 ſhould love her the more. 


Can a boſom ſo gentle remain 
Unmov'd, when her Corydon fighs! © 

Will a nymph that is fond of the plain, 
_ Theſe plains and this valley deſpiſe ? 
Dear regions of filence and ſhade! 
Soft ſcenes of contentment and eaſe} 

Where I could have pleaſingly ſtray'd, 
If aught, in her abſence, could pleaſe. 


But where does my Phyllida ſtray? | 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 
Are the groves and the valleys as gay, 

And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours? 
The groves may perhaps be as fair, 

And the face of the valleys as fine; 
The ſwains may in manners compare, 
But their love is not equal to mine. 


——— — — — 
W. SOLICITUDE. 


Wy: will you my paſfion reprove ? 

| Why term it a folly to grieve ? 

Ere I ſhew you the charms of my love, 
She is fairer than you can believe. 

With her mien ſhe enamours the brave; 

With her wit ſhe engages the free; 
With her modefty pleaſes the grave 

She is ev'ry way pleaſing to me. 


O you that have been of her train, 
Come and join in my amorous lays ; 

I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 

That will ſing but a ſong in her praiſe, _ 
: On When 
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When he ſings, may the nymphs of the town | 
Come trooping, and liſten rhe while $2 = 


Nay on him let not Phyllida frown ; 
| But I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favour with Phyl/is to find, 
O how, with one. trivial glance, 

Might ſhe ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he drefles his hair, 

And his crook is beſtudded 3 
And his pipe —oh my Phyllis beware 
Of a magic there is in the ſound. 


_ *Tis his with mack paſſion to glow; 
Tis his in ſmooth tales to unfold, 
© How her face is as bright as the ſnow, 
And her boſom, be ſure, is as cold: 
How the nightingales labour the ſtrain, 
With the notes of his charmer to vie; 
How they vary their accents in vain, Ea 'F 
Repine at her triumphs, and die.“ 


| To the grove or the garden he ſtrays, 
And pillages every ſweet 
Then ſuiting the wreath to his lays, 
He throws it at Phylhs's feet. 9 
« O Phyllis,” he whiſpers, © more fals 2 
More ſweet than the jeſſamine's low'r ! 
What are pinks. in a morn to compare? 
What is eglantine after a ſhow'r ? 


Then the lily no. longer i is white; 585 
Then the roſe is depriv'd of its bloom 5 
Then the violets die with deſpite. ö 
And the woodbines give up their perfume.“ 
Thus glide the ſoft numbers along, | 
And he fancies no ſhepherd his peer; 
Yet I never ſhould envy the ſong, 
Were not 1 to lend it an car. 
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Let his crook be with hyacinths bound, 


* 


So Phyllis the trophy deſpiſe; 
Let his forehead with laurels be crown'd, 


So they ſhine not in Phyllis's eyes. 


The language that flows from the heart 


Is a ſtranger to Paridel's tongue; 


E Let may ſhe beware of his art, 


Or ſure I muſt envy the ſong. 
-00-$2<$-00--00-4-$-00-02$-00-$2<4-00-4>0- 
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* ſhepherds, give ear to my lay, 
And take no more heed of my ſheep, 


They have nothing to do but to ſtray; 


I have ny to do but to weep. 


Let do not my folly reprove; 


She was fair - and my paſſion begun; 
She ſmil'd—and I could not but love; 
She is faithleſs—and I am undone... 


Perhaps I was void of all thought; 
Perhaps it was plain to foretee,. 

That a nymph ſo complete would be foughe 
By a ſwain more engaging than me, 

Ah! love ev'ry hope can inſpire z. 
It baniſhes, wiſdom the while; 

And the lip of the nymph we admire- 
Seems tor ever adorn'd. with a ſmile. 


She is faithleſs, and I am undone ;. 
Ye that witneſs the woes I endure, 


Let reaſon inſtru you to ſhun 


What it cannot inſtruct you to cure. 
Beware how ye loiter in vain, 

Amid nymphs of an higher degree: 
E is not for me to explain 


How fair and how fckiFbey be. 
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Alas ! from the day that we met, 
What hope of an end to my woes? 


When 1 cannot endure to forget 
The glance that undid my repoſe. 


Let time may diminiſh the pain: 


The flow'r, and the ſhrub, and the tree, 
Which I rear'd for her pleaſure in vain, 
In time may have comfort for me. 


The ſweets of a dew-ſprinkled roſe, | 
The ſound of a murmuring ſtream, 
The peace which from ſolitude flows, 
HFenceforth ſhall be Corydon's theme. 
High tranſports are ſhewn to the fight, 
Bur we are not to find them our own ; 
Fate never beftow'd ſuch delight, 
As I with my Phyllis had known. 


O ye woods ſpread your branches apace 
To your deepeſt receſſes 1 fly; 5 


I would hide with the beaſt of the chace 3. 


I would vaniſh from every eye. 


| Yet my reed ſhall reſound thro* the grove 4 


With the ſame fad complaint it begun; 
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How ſhe ſmil'd, and I could not but love; 325 


Was faithleſs, and T am undone} 


* 
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A Decifion for the Lapis. 


Wit by learning well refin'd, | 
A bean, but of the rural kind, 
To Sylvia made pretences —_ 
They both profeſs'd an equal love, 
Yet hop'd, by diff rent means, to move 
Her judgment, or her ſenſes. 


Young ſprightly Flirt, of blooming mien, 
Watch'd the beſt minutes to be ſeen; To 
Went—when his glaſs advis'd him.: 
While meagre Phil of books inquir'd ; 
A wight for wit and parts admir'd; 
And witty ladies priz'd him. 


Sylvia had wit, had ſpirits too; 
To hear the one, the other view, 
Suſpended held the fcales: 
Her wit, her youth too claim'd its ſhare, 
Let none the preference declare 


Hut turn up heads or taills, 
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WAs always held, and ever will, 
By ſage mankind, droge 
T- anticipate a leſſer ill, 
Than undergo a greater. 


When mortals dread diſeaſes, pain, 


And a conditions, 
Who don't the leſſer ills ſuſtain 


Of phyſic—and phyſicians ? 


Rather than loſe his whole eſtate, 


He that but little wiſe is, 


Full gladly pays four parts in eight 


To taxes and exciſes. 


Our merchants Spain has near undone . 


For loſt ſhips not requiting: 
This bears our noble K— to ſnun 
The loſs of blood—in fighting 


Wich num'rous ills, in ſingle life, 
The bachelor's attended: En 

Such to avoid, he takes a wife— 
And much the cafe is mended ! 


Poor Gratia, in her twentieth year, 


Foreſecing future wo, 


| Choſe to attend a monkey here, 
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And yield me love, or waſh thy face no more. 
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Nec tantum Veneris, quantum udioſa cuinae. 


Ight's ſable clouds had half the globe o erſpread, 

And ſilence reign'd, and folks were gone to bed: 
When love, which gentle fleep can ne er inſpire, | 
Had ſeated Damon by the kitchen - fire. 


Penſive he lay, extended on the ground; 
The little lares kept their vigils round; 

The fawning cats compaſſionate his caſe, 
And purr around, and gently lick his face. 


To all his plaints the ſleeping curs reply, 
And with hoarſe ſnorings imitate a ſigh. 
Such gloomy ſcenes with lovers' minds agree, 
And ſolitude to them is beſt ſociety. | 


Could I (he cry'd) expreſs, how bright a grace 
Adorns thy morning-hands, and well-waſh'd face; 
Thou wouldit, Colemira, grant what I implore, 


Ah! who can ſee, and ſeeing, not admire, 
Whene'er the ſets the pot upon the fire! 
Her hands outſhine the fire, and redder things; 
Her eyes are blacker than the pots ſhe brings. 1 


But ſure no chamber · damſel can compare, 
When in meridian luſtre ſhines my fair, 
When warm'd with dinner's toil, in pearly rills, 
Adown her * cheek the ſveat diſtills. 
| Oh! 


* 
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how I long, how ardently defire, CO 
| Tos view thoſe rofy fingers ſtrike the lyre ! b 


For late, when bees to change their climes began, 
How did I ſee m thrum the frying- pan! 


With her! I ſhould not envy G—— his 
Tho! ſhe in 3 deck'd be ſeen! 
Whilſt rags, juſt d from my fair one's 

In ruſſet pomp, and greaſy pride hang down. 


Ahl! how it does my drooping heart rejoice, ' 
When in the hall I hear thy mellow voice ! be 

How would that voice exceed the village-bellz - + 
Wouldſt thou but ſing, I like thee paſling well!“ 


When from the hearth ſhe bade the pointers 80, 
How ſoft, how eaſy did her accents flow ! | 

« Get out,” ſhe cry'd, when ſtrangers come to ſup, 
One ne'er can raiſe thoſe ſnoring devils up.” 


Then, full of wrath, ſhe Eick*d each wy brute, 
Alas 'T envy'd even that ſalute : | 
"Twas ſure miſplac'd,---Shock ſaid, or ſeem'd to fog 
He had as lief I had the kick as they. 5 


If ſhe the myſtic bellows take in hand, 

Who hike the fair can that machine command ? 
O mayſt thou ne'er by Zolus be ſeen, 

For he would ſure demand thee for his queen. 


But ſhould the flame this rougher aid refuſe, 

And only gentler med*cines be of uſe; _ 3 

With full-blown checks ſhe ends the doubtful als 
Foments the infant-flame, and puffs it into life. 


Such arts as theſe exalt the drooping fire, 
But in my breaſt a fiercer flame inſpire : D 
I burn !-I burn! Ol] give thy puffing oer, 
And ſwell thy checks, and pout thy lips no more 


With all her e looks, the time I've _ 
When this proud dam ve has more humble been 


When 


— 
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Lock, ho what — grace 1 — 
tricks! 
The artful charmer rubs the candleſticks - 
So bright ſhe makes the candleſticks ſhe handles, 
Oft have I faid,—there were no need of candles. 


But thou, my fair, who never wouldſt approve, 


or hear, the tender flory of my love; 
Or mind how burns my raging breaſt, —a button 


Perhaps art dreaming of---a breaſt of mutton. | 


Thus faid, and wept the ſad deſponding ſwain, 


vealing.to the fable walls his pain : 
ut nymphs are free with thoſe they ſhould deny; 


'To thoſe they love more exquiſitely coy ! 
| Now chirping crickets raiſe theirtinkling 4. 


The lambent flames in languid ſtreams ariſe, 
And ſmoke in azure add: evaporates and dies 


* 
* 
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"The RAPE of the TRAP, 
A BALLAD. 1737- 


„as in a land of learning, + IR 

The muſe's fav'rite city, | 

Such pranks of late 1 5 
Were play'd by a rat, 

As- tempt one to be witty. 


All in a college · ſtuſy, 
Where books were in great ply, 
This rat would devour 
More ſenſe in an hour, 
Than I could write—in twenty. 
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Corporeal food, tis granted, 
Serves e leſs reſin d, Sir; 
But this, a rat of taſte, : 


All other rats ſurpaſs'd; 
And he prey'd on the food of che mind, Sir. 


His breakfaſt, half the morning, 
He coaſtantly attended; 

And when the bell rung 

For evening · ſong 

His dinner ſcarce was ended! 


He ſpar d not ev'n heroics, 

On which we poets pride us; 

And would make no more 

Of king Arthur's *,. by the ſcore, 
Than---all the world beiide does. 


In books of geo-graphy 3 
He made the maps to flutter: 
A river or a fea 
Was to him a diſh of tea; 
And a kingdom, bread and butter. 


But if ſome mawkiſn potion 
Might chance to over · doſe him, 

To check its rage, 

He took a page | 
Of logic —to compoſe him. — 


A trap, in haſte and anger, 

Was bought, you need not doubt on't. 
And ſuch was the gin, 
Were a lion once got in, 

He could not, I think, get out t. 


With cheeſe, not books, twas baited, | 
The fact— I'll not belie it 
Since none l tell you that - [$6 ah. 
Whether ſcholar or rat, 
Minds books, when he has other diet. 


» By Blackmore, 1 i «7 > G 
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But more of trap and bait, Sir, 
Why ſhould I fing, or either? 

Since the rat, who knew the ſleight,, 

Came in the dead of night, 3 
And dragg'd em away together: 


Both trap and bait were vaniſh'd, 
Thro? a fracture in the flooring; 


Which tho' ſo trim 
It now may ſeem, f 


Had then — a dozen or more in. Fo 


Then anſwer this, ye ſages! 

Nor deem I mean to wrong ye, 
Had the rat which thus did ſeize on 
The trap, leſs claim to reaſon, 

Than many a,ſcull among ye ? 


Dan Prior's mice, I own it, 

Were vermin of condition 
But this rat, who merely learn'd. 
What rats alone concern'd, 

Was the greater politician. | 


'Fhat England's topſy-turvy, 5 
Is clear from theſe miſhaps, Sir; 


Since traps, we may determine, 


Will no longer take our vermin, 


But * vermin take our traps, Sir. 


Eet ſophs, by rats infeſted, 
Then truſt in cats to catch em; 


Leſt they grow as learn'd as we, 
In our ſtudies ;. where, d'ye ſee, 


No mortal fits to watch em. 


Good luck betide our captains z 


Good luck betide our cats, Sir; 
And grant that the one 
May quell the Spaniſb Don, 
And t' other deſtroy our rats, Sir. 


_ * Written at the time of the Saniſo depradations. Þ 
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— .. II<IA 
On certain PAS T ORAL. S. 
OO rude and tuneleſs are thy lays, | 


The weary audience vow, 
Tis not th* Arcadian ſwain that inge, 
But tis his herds that low. 


On Mr — of Kidderminſtes Poetry. 


HY verſes, fried? are Kidderminſter * ſtuff, 
And I muſt own you've menfur d out 


enough. 


ö ; ; ; 
ELIE .. S SICK S $ LIES enn 
To the VIRTUOSOS. 


Ail curious wights! to whom fo fair 
The form of mortal flies is! 
Who deem thoſe grubs beyond compare, 
Which common ſenſe deſpiſes. 


Whether o'er hill, moraſs, or mound, f 
You make your ſportſman ſallies 
Or that your prey in gardens found, 
Is urg'd thro' walks and alleys. 


Yet in the fury of the chace, 

No ſlope could e' er retard you3. | 
Bleſt if one fly repay the race, 

* painted wing reward you. 


= 0 Killerminſee, famous for a coarſe\woollen.manvfi/@u res 
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Fierce as Camilla * o'er the plain, 
Purſu'd the glitt'ring ſtranger; 
Still ey'd the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
And knew not fear nor danger. 


*Tis you diſpenſe the fav'rite meat f 

To nature's filmy people 1 = 

Know what conſerves they chooſe to cat,, 
And what liqueurs, to tipple. 

And if her brood of inſects dies, 
You ſage aſſiſtance lend her; 

Can ſtoop to pimp for am'rous flies, 

And help em to engender. 


*Tis you protect their pregnant hour; 

And when the birth's at hand, 

Exerting your obſtetric powWr, 
Prevent a mothleſs land. 


Yet oh ! howe'er your tow'ring view 
Above groſs objects riſes, 
Whate'er refinements you. purſue, 
Hear, what a friend adviſes 3 


A friend, who weigh'd with yours, muſt prize 

Demitian's idle paſſion, „„ 
That wrought the death of teazing flies, 
But ne'er their propagation, 


Let Flavia's eyes more deeply warm, | ” 

Nor thus your hearts determine, 4 | 

To ſlight dame nature's faireſt form, | | 
And figh for nature's vermine. 


And ſpeak with ſome reſpect of beaux, 
Nor more as triflers treat em, 
Tis better learn to ſave one's cloaths, 
Than cheriſh moths that eat em. 


* 
4 
4 e * 
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| The Exrzxr of COOKERY. 
_ Aliuſque et idem. 


WWI Tom to Cambridge firſt was ſent, 


A plain brown bob he wore; 
Read 3 and look'd as though he meant 
Jo be a fop no more. 


See him to Lincol#'s- Inn repair, 
His reſolution flag; 

He cheriſhes a length of hair, 

And tucks it in a bag. 


Nor Coke nor Salkeld he regards, 
But gets into the houſe, 

And ſoon a judge's rank rewards. 
His pliant vates and bows. 


Adieu ye bobs !. ye bags. give place 1 
Full- bottoms come inſtead: 
Good L- d ] to ſee the various ways: 
" drefling—ecalve' s-head !. 


| I EIS HEE e- eee. 
| The ProGxess of ADVICE. N 


A Common Cas. 


Suade, nam cortum 2 


8 Richard to 7 PIG (and ſcem'd half If afraid); 
J am thinking to marry thy miſtreſs's maid :- 
«Now, becauſe Mrs Lucy to thee is well known, 


I will dot if thou bid'ſt me, or let it alone, 
LE Nay 


| 
| | 
fd 
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Nay don't make a jeſt on't, tis no jeſt to me; 

For faitk I'm in earneſt, ſo prithee be fre. 
Pve no fault to find with the girl fince I knew her. 
But I'd Rave thy advice, er Itie myſelf to her, 


Said Thomas to Richard, © To ſpeak my opinion, 
There is not ſuch a bh in King George's dominion 
And I firmly believe, if thou knew her as I do, 
Thou derer chooſe out a whipping- poſt, firſt to 
She's Seevith , ſhe's thieviſh, ſhe's ugly, ſhe's old, 
And a liar, and a fool, and a flut, and a ſcold.” 
Next day Richard haſten'd to church and was wed, 
And, ere night, hadinform'd her what Thomas had ſaid. 


.- - . | * — * * a WE 6 | ** * 
A BAA 5. 


Trabit ſua quemgue voluptas. 


| Rom Lincoln to London rode forth our young fquire, 
To bring down a wife whom the ſwains might 
__ admire; 8 | 
But in ſpite of whatever the mortal could ſay, 
The goddeſs objected the length of the way! 


"To give up the op'ra, the park, and che ball, 


For to view the ſtag's horns in an old country hall! 
To have neither China nor India to ſee 2 
Nor a lace-man to plague in a morning—not ſhe ! 


* = 


To. | 


* —— —-—U 8 
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To forſake the dear. playhouſe, Luin, Garrick, and 


| Clive, | „ | 
Who by dint of mere humour had kept her alive; 
To forego. the full box for his loneſome abode, 
O heav'ns! the ſhould. faint, ſhe ſhould die on. the 


road |! |; : 


To forget the gay faſhions and geſtures of France, 


And to leave dear Auguſte im the midit of the dance, 
And Harlequin too !---'twas im vain to require it; 
And ſhewonder'd how folks had the face to deſire it. 
She might yield to reſign the ſweet fingers of Ruckholt,. 


Where the citizen-matron ſeduces her cuckold ;. 
But Ranelagh-ſoon would her footſteps recall, 


And the muſic, the lamps, and the glare of Vauxhall. 
Jo be ſure ſhe could breathe no where elſe than in 


town, | : Tt 
Thus ſhe talk'd like a wit, and he look'd like a clown; 
But the while honeſt Harry deſpair d to ſucceed, 
A coach with a coronet trail d her ta Tweed, - 


13 
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SLEnDER's Ghoſt. Pid. SHAKESPEAR. 


: Eneath a church-yard yew, 


Decay'd and: worn with age, 
At duſk of eve methought I ſpy d 


Poor Siender's ghoſt, that whimp'ring cry'd,, © 


O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


Ye gentle bards! give ear! 
Who talk of am'rous rage, * 


| Who ſpoil the lily, rob the roſe, "4, 
Come learn of me to weep your woes: + = 


O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! © * 
e Why 
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Why Mould fuch labour'd ſtrains 
Oo 


ur formal muſe engage? 
never dream d of flame or 
That fir d my breaſt, or pier&d my heart, | 
But figh'd, O ſweet Anne Page! 


And you ! whoſe love · ſick minds 
No med' cine can affuage ! 
Accuſe the leech's art no more, 
But learn of Slender to deplore; 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


And ye! whoſe ſouls are held 
Like linnets in a cage ! ! 
Whd talk of fetters, links, and —_— 
Attend, and imitate'my ſtrains ! 
=; ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page 


And you who boaſt or grieve, 
2, What horrid wars ye wage ! 
Of wounds receiv'd from' many an eye 3 
Tet mean as I do, when 1 ſigR 
O ſweet, O ſweet Anne Page! 


Hence ev'ry fond conceit 
Of ſhepherd or of age 3 
"Tis Slender's voice, tis Slender's my 
Expreſſes all you have to ſay, 
ſweet, ( fxeet Anne Page 5 
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| The INVEDIOVUS. Mas. 
= - Fortune | if ny pray r of old 
ql Was ne'er ſolicitous for gold, 


[ With better grace thou mayſt allow, 
lj My — . that alks 1 it NOW. * : 
=. et 
| 
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3 Tet think not! Kauder, 11 require it 1 

For the ſame end your clowns deſire it. 
In a well · made effectual ſtring, 

Fain would I ſee Lividio ſwing | 
Hear him, from Tyburn's height haranguing, 


But ſuch a cur's not worth one's hanging. 
Give me, O goddeſs! ſtore of pelf, 


And he will tie the knot himſelf, 


F 
The Pics of an EQUIPAGE 


Servum fe potes, Ole, non habere; 
Et regem potes, Ole, mon babere. Maxx. 


Aſk'd a friend, amidſt the throng, 

1 Whole coach it was that trail'd along: 
The gilded coach there don't ye mind? 
That, with the footmen ſtuck behind!“ 

O Sir, ſays he, what! han't you ſeen it? 
"Tis Damon's coach, and Damon in it. 

Tis odd methinks you have forgot 7 

| Your friend, your neighbour, and— what not ! 
| . Your old acquaintance Damon True; 5 

But faith his equipage is new.” | 

1 © Bleſs me,” ſaid 1, © where can it end? 

What madneſs has poſſeſs d my friend? 

Four powder'd ſlaves, and thoſe the talleſt, 
Their ſtomachs doubtleſs not the ſmalleſt ! 

Can Damon's revenue maintain, © + 

In lace and food, ſo large a tram? 

I know his land—each inch o' ground 
Tis not a mile to walk it round 

If Damor's whole eſtate can bear 

| To keep his lad, and one-borſe chair, 

| I own *tis paſt my comprehenſion.” 


Yes, Sir, but Damon has a penfion—— 
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Thus does a falſe ambition rule us, 


Thus pomp delude, and 2 fool us; 


To keep a race of flick' ring knaves, 
He yn: ay the — of ſlaves, 


| — 


Hint from VOI IT UR E. 


TX ET Sol his annual journeys run, - 

And when the radiant taſk is done, | 
Confeſs, thro? all the globe, twould poſe him, 
To match the charms that Celia ſhews him. 


And ſhould he boaſt he once had ſeen 


As juſt a form, as bright a mien, 
Yer muſt it ſtill for ever poſe him, 
To match—what Celia never ſhews him. 


Yar etnetortrolbinibetotaiotor oregon een 
INSCRIPTION. 


To the memory 
Of A. L. Eſquire, | 
Juſtice of che peace for this County: 8 
Who, in the whole courſe of his pilgrimage 
Thro' a trifling ridiculous world, 
Maintaining his proper dignity, = 
' Notwithſtanding the ſcoffs of ill:diſpos'd perſons, | 
und wits of the-age, 
That ridicul'd his. behaviour, 
Or cenſur'd his breeding; 
Following the dictates of nature, 
| — 0 —_— afflicted, 
Eager to ſet the priſoners at liberty, 
"Wi ithout having for his end 


The 


e 
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The noiſe, or report. ſuch things. generally 
In the. world, 
(As he was ſeen to peform chem of none) 
But the ſole relief and wx i 
Of the party in diſtr | 
Himſelf reſting eaſy, 
When he could render that ſo; 
Not griping, or pinching himſelf, 5 
- To hoard up ſuperfſuities; ; | 
Not coveting to keep in his poſſeſfion 


147 


cauſe 


What gives more diſquietude, lan pleaſure ; 


But charitably diffuſing it 
Jo all round about him: 
Making the moſt ſorrowful countenance 
To ſmile 
In his preſence ; 


Always beſtowing more than he was d. * 


Always imparting before he was deſir d; 
Not proceeding in this manner, 
Upon every trivial ſuggeſtion, 


But the moſt mature and ſolemn deliberation; 
With an incredible preſence and ane 


Of mind; _ 
With an inimitable gravity and eee, 
| Of face; | 
a Bidding loud defiance | 
To politeneſs and the faſhion, 
Dar'd let a 8 


N. ee ee 


170 2a FRIEND. 


H 1 you ne er ſeen my gentle ſquirs; 5 
The humours of your kitchen- ie? 


Says Ned to Sal, « T lead a ſpade, 
Why don't ye 757 the girl's s afraid — 


Play 


143 © LEVITIES; on, 


Play ſomething—any thing but play— 
Tis but to. paſs the time away i 
Phoo— how ſhe ſtands — biting her nails— 
As though ſhe play'd for half her vails— 
Sorting her cards, hagling and 3-0, BY 4 
We play for nothing, do us, chicken 4 
That card will do- blood never doubt it, —_ 
Tis not worth while to think about it,” ; 


38a thought, and thought, and miſs'd her aim, 
And Ned, ne er ſtudying, won the game. | 


; Methinks, old friend, *tis wond'rous true, 
That verſe is but a game at loo. 
While many a bard that ſhews ſo clearly, 
He writes for his amuſement merely, 
Is known to ſtudy, fret, and toil, _ 
And play for nothing all the while ; 1 
Or praiſe at moſt; for wreaths of yore 
Ne'er ſignified a farthing more: 
Till having vainly toil'd to gain it, 
He ſees your flying pen obtain it. 


Throꝰ fragrant ſcenes the trifler roves, - 
And hallow'd haunts that Phoebus loves ; 1 
Where with ſtrange heats his boſom my” = 
And myſtic flames the god beſtows. © 1 

You now none other flame require, =, 
Than a good blazing parlour-fire ; . | 
Write verſes—to defy the ſcorners, 

In ſhit-houſes and chimney-corners. 

Sal found her deep-laid ſchemes were vain, — 
The cards are cut—come deal again — — 
No good comes on it when one lingers I 

I'Il play the cards come next my fingers—— 7 
Fortune could never let Ned loo her, 5 
When ſhe had left it wholly to her. | 4 

Well, now, who wins [—why, ſtill the lame. = 
For Sal has loſt another game. 

ec I've, 


B= ER 
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ce T'yedone;” (ſhe mutter d), “ I was ſaying, 


It did not argufy my playing. 
Some folks will win, they cannot chuſe, 
t think or not think—ſome muſt loſe. 


I may have won a game or ſfo— 


ut then it was an age ago— 
ne'er will be my lot again— 


- I won it of a baby then— 


Give me an ace of trumps, and ſee, 
Our Ned will beat me with a three. 


Tis all by luck that things are carry 'd— 


He'll ſuffer for it when he's marry'd. . 
Thus Sal, with tears in either eye; 


While victor Ned fat titt'ring by. 


Thus I, long envying your ſucceſs, 
And bent to write, and ſtudy leſs, vhs 
Sat down, and ſcribbled in a trice, EY 
Juſt what you ſee—and you deſpiſe. 


You who can frame a tuneful ſong, 
And hum it as you ride along; 


And, trotting on the king's highway, 


Snatch from the hedge a ſprig of bay; 
Accept this verſe, howe'er it flows, 
From one that is your friend in proſe. 


What is this wreath, ſo green ! ſo fair! 7 


Which many wiſh, and few muſt wear ? 
Which ſome mens indolence can gain, 
And ſome mens vigils ne'er obtain: 
For what muſt Sal or poet ſue, ED 
Ere they engage with Ned or you? b 
For luck in verſe, for luck at loo? 


Ah no! *tis genius gives you fame, 


And Ned, thro {&ill ſecures the game. 


Wy A 
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4 0 3 


A SOLEMN MEDITATION. 


W Hat is this life, this active gueſt, 
1 Which robs our peaceful clay of reſt ? 
This triffe, which while we retain, 
Cauſes inquietude and pain ! 
This breath, which we no ſooner find, 
Than in a moment tis refign'd? 
| Whoſe momentary noiſe, ' hen o'er, 
Is never, never heard of more! 
And even monarchs, when it ends, 
Become offenſive to their friends; 
Emit a putrid noiſome ſmell, 
To thoſe that lov d em e er fo welk! 


Pond' ring theſe chin within m . 
Surely, Laid * e t. L 7 


4 


The POET and the DUN. 1746 


7 heſe are fene, wo 
That 8 180 A me what * am.. 
SHAKESPEAR. 


NOmes a 4 in 4 . morning, and raps at my 
door 


cc made bold to call tis a twelvemonth and more-«. 


I'm ſorry, believe me, to trouble you thus, Sir,--- 
But 7ob would be paid, Sir, had ob been a mercer.” 


My friend, have but Patience * theſe are your c 


Wa 
I have wr but one ws to, ſerve me two. days--- 
, ; * 


. 
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But, Sir, —prithee take it, and tell your attorney, 
If I ha'nt paid your bill, I've paid for your journey. 
Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my paſſion, 
And calmly confider confider ? vexation ! : 
What whore that muſt paint, and muſt put on falſe 
oo 5 | KEE 
And counterfeit joy in the pangs of the pox! 
What beggar's wife's nephew, now ſtarv'd, and 
now beaten, 8 
Who, wanting to eat, fears himſelf ſhall be eaten . 
What porter, what turnſpit, can deem his caſe hard! 
Or what dun boaſt of patience that thinks of a bard! 
Well, I'll leave this poor trade, for no trade can be 
| poorer, | ; 
Turn ſhoe-boy, or courtier, or pimp, or procurer; 
Get love, and reſpect, and good living, and pelf, | 
And dun ſome poor dog of a poet myſelf. ; 
One's credit, however, of courſe will grow better; 
Here enters the footman, and brings. me a letter. 
% Dear Sir, I receiv'd your obliging epiſtle, 
Your fame is ſecure—bid the critics go whiſtle. 
I read over with wonder the poem you ſent me, 
And I muſt ſpeak your praiſes, no foul ſhall pre- 
vent me. Had; N 
The audience, believe me, cry'd out, ev'ry line 
| Was ſtrong, was affecting, was juit, was divine; 
i} — Allpregnantasgoldis, with worth; weight, and beauty, 
And to hide ſuch a genius was - far from your duty... 
1 I foreſee that the court will be hugely delighted, 
Sir Richard, for much a leſs genius was knighted. _ 
Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye; 
I could ſay much more, but you're modeſt, Iſpare ye.” 
Quite fir'd with the flatt'ry, I call for: my paper, 
Andi waſte that, and health, and my time, and My tapers 


2 . ” 
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I ſcribble till morn, when with wrath no ſmall ſtore, 

Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door. 

« Ah! friend, tis but idle to make ſuch a pother, 
ate, fatc has ordain'd us to plague one another.” 


F K* 


Written at an Inn at Henley. 


NO thee, fair Freedom! I retire | 

a From flatt'ry, cards, and dice, and din; 
Nor art thou found in manſions higher = 
Than the low cott, or humble inn. 


*Fis here with boundleſs pow'r I reign ;. 
And ev'ry health which I begin, 
Converts dull port to bright champaigne ; 

Such freedom crowns it at an inn. 


I fly from pomp, I fly from plate! 
I fly from fafchood's ſpecious grin | | 4 
Freedom I love, and form I hate, | =" 
And chuſe my lodgings at an inn. 


Here, waiter, take my ſordid ore, | 
Which lacqueys etl might hope to win; 

It buys what courts have not in ſtore; * 
It buys me freedom at an inn. ee 


Whoe'er has travell'd life's dull round, 
Where'er his ſtages may have been, 
May ſigh to think he ſtill has found 
The warmeſt welcome at an inn 
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A SIMILE. 


HAT village but has ſome time ſeen 
Y The clumſy ſhape, the frightful mien, 
Tremendous claws, and ſhagged hair, 
Of that grim brute yclip'd a bear ? 
He from his dam, the learn'd agree, 
Receiv'd the curious form you ſee; _ 
Who with her plaſtic tongue alone, 
Produc'd a viſage—like her own.— 
And thus they hint, in myftic faſhion, 
The pow'rful force of education *#— 
Perhaps yon croud of ſwains is viewing, 
E'en now, the ſtrange exploits of Bruin; 
Who plays his antics, roars aloud; 
The wonder of a gaping crond! * 
S3o have I known an awkward lad, 
Whoſe birth has made a pariſh glad, 
Forbid, for fear of ſenſe, to roam, 
And taught by kind mamma at home, 
Who gives him many a well-try'd rule, 
With ways and means—to play the fool. 
In ſenſe the fame, in ſtature higher, 
He ſhines, ere long, a rural ſquire, 
Pours forth unwitty jokes, and ſwears, 
And bawls, and drinks, but chiefly ſtares. 
His tenants. of ſuperiour ſenſe 
Carouze, and laugh, at his expence; 
And deem the paſtime I'm relating, 
To be as pleaſant as bear-baiting, 


Sofa fond matkon's kduestion. |, 
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The Cnanns f Parenpanci © 
rn TALE. EY 


40 8 IR, will you pleaſe to walk before??? 
<7 No, pray Sir—you are next the door.— 
„ Upon mine honour, I'll not ſtir, ”— Ds; 
Sir, I'm at home, conſider, Sir | 
« Excuſe me, Sir, Pl not go firſt.” — 
Well, if I muſt be rude, I muſt 
But yet I with I. could evade it--- 
*Tis ſtrangely clowniſh, be perfuaded.--- 
Go forward, cits! go forward, ſquires! 
Nor ſcruple each what each admizes. 
Life ſquares not, friends, with your proceeding z 
It flies, while you diſplay your breeding; 
Such breeding as one's granam preaches, 
Or ſome old dancing-maſter teaches. 
O for ſome rude tumultuous fellow, 
Half crazy, or, at leaſt, half mellow, 
To come behind you unaware, 
And fairly puſh you both down ſtairs !. 
But death's at hand---let me adviſe ye, 
Go forward, friends! or he'll ſurpriſe ye. 
Beſides, how infincere you are | 
Do ye not flatter, lie, forſwear, 
And daily cheat, and weekly pray, 
And all for this---to lead the way ?: , 3 
Such is my theme, which means to prove, 
That, tho' we drink, or game, or love, 
As that or this is moſt in faſnion 
Precedence is our ruling paſſion. 
| When college-ſtudents take degrees J 
And pay the beadle's endlefs fees, | i 
What moves that ſcientific body, 2 
But the firſt cutting at a gawdy ? 


— 
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And whence ſuch ſhoals, in bare conditions, 
That ſtarve and languiſh as-phyſtcians, 
Content to trudge the ſtreets, and ſtare at 
he fat apothecary's chariot ?- 

But that, in Charlot's chamber (ſee 
Moliere's medicin malgre lui 
The leech, howe'er his fortunes vary, 
Still walks before th*apothecary. 
Flavia in vain has wit and charms, 
And all that ſhines, and all that warms; 
In vain all human race adore her, A 
For---Lady Mary ranks' before her. 
O Celia, gentle Celia ! tell us, | 
You who are neither vain, nor jealous ? 
The ſofteſt breaſt, the mildeſt mien! 
Would you not feel ſome little ſpleen, VERA 
Nor bite your lip, nor furl your brow, ©  - 
If Florimel, your equal now.. 
Should, one day, gain precedence of ye? 
Firſt ſerv' d- tho' in a diſh of coffee? 
Plac'd firſt, altho* where you are found, (£7 
You gain the- eyes of all around) 
Nam'd firſt, tho' not with half the fame, 
That waits my charming Celia's name ? | 
- Hard fortune ! barely to infpire 
Our fix'd eſteem, and fond defire } © 
Barely, where'er you go, to prove 
The ſource of univerſal love! | 
Yet be content, obſerving this, | N 
HFHonour's the offspring of caprice: | 
And worth, howe'er you have purſu'd it, 
Has now no pow'r----but to exclude it. 
You'll find your general reputation 
A kind of ſupplemental ſtation. 
Poor Swift, with all his worth, could ne'er, 
He tells us, hope'to riſe a peer; pert, 
So, to ſupply it, wrote for fame: 
And well the wit ſecur'd his aim. 
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A common patriot has a drift, 
ot quite ſo innocent as Swift - 4 
In Britain's cauſe he rants, he labours; 
% He's honeſt, faith”---have patience, neighbours z 
For patriots may ſometimes deceive, 
May beg their friend's reluctant leave, 
To ſerve them in a higher ſphere; 
And drop their virtue, to get there.--- 

As Lucian tells us in his faſhion, 
How ſouls put off each earthly paſſion, 
Ere on Elyſium's flow'ry ſtrand, | 
Old Charon ſuffer'd em to land: _ 
90 ere we meet a court's. carefles, 
No doubt our ſouls muſt change their drefles 
And ſouls there be, who, bound that way, 
_ Attire themſelves ten times a- day. 

If then *tis rank which all men covet, 
And ſaints alike and finners love it; 
If place, for which our courtiers throng 
So thick, that few can get along; 
For which ſuch ſervile toils are ſeen, 
Who's happier than a king ?---a queen. 
Howe'er men aim at elevation, 

Tis properly a female paſſion : _ 
Women, and beaux, beyond all meaſure 
Are charm with rank's ecſtatic pleaſure. 

Sir, if your drift I rightly ſcan, 7 80 
You'd hint a beau were not a man: 
Say, women then are fond of places; 
I wave all diſputable caſes. 
A man perhaps would ſomething linger, 
Were his lov'd rank to coſt---a finger; 
Or were an ear or toe the price on't, 5 | 


He might delib'rate once or twice on't ; 
Perhaps aſk Gataker's advice on't. 
And many, as their frame grows old, 
Would hardly purchaſe it with gold. 

But women with precedence ever; 
Tis their whole life's ſupreme endeavour ; 
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It fires their youth with jealous rage, 

And ſtrongly animates their age. 

Perhaps they would not {ell outright, 5 

Or maim a limb that was in ſight; | 

Yet, on worſe terms, they ſometimes chuſe it; 

Nor, ev'n in puniſhments refuſe it. 

Pre- eminence in pain, you cry 

All fierce and pregnant with reply. 

But lend your patience, and your ear, 

An argument ſhall make it clear. 

But hold, an argument may fail, 

Beſide my title ſays, a tale. . | | 

Where Avon rolls eee, ſtream, N 

Avon, the muſe's fav'rite theme! 5 | 

Avon, that fills the farmers purſes, 

And decks with flow'rs both farms and verſes, 

She viſits many a fertile vale, — of 

Such was the ſcene of this my tale. 

For tis in Ev'/bam's vale, or near it, 

That folks with laughter tell and hear it. 

The ſoil with annual plenty bleſs d 

Was by young Corydon poſſeſs dc. 

His youth alone I lay before ye, 

As moſt material to my ſtory: | 

For ſtrength and vigour too he had em, 

And 'twere not much amils, to add &m. 
Thrice happy lout! whoſe wide domain 

Now green with graſs, now gilt with grain, - 

In ruſſet robes ot clover deep, | 

Or thinly veil'd and white with ſheep; 

Now fragrant with the beans perfume, 

Now purpled with the pulſe's bloom, | 

Might well with bright alluſion ſtore me; 

— But happier bards have been before me! 

Amongſt the various year's increaſe, 

The ſtripling own'd a field of peaſe; 

Which, when at night he ceas'd his labours 

Were haunted by ſome female neighbours | _T 
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Each morn diſcover'd to his fight 


Traces of this they left behind em, 
But no inſtructions where to find em. 


May meet the female fiends we mention. 


| Demanded inſtant recompence: 


** 


The ſhameful havock of the night : - 


The devil's. works are plain and evil, 
But few or none have ſeen the Jeni. 
Old Noll, indeed, if we may credit 
The words of E hare, who has ſaid it, 
Contriv'd with Satan how to fool us; 
And bargain'd face to face to rule us; 
But then old Nl was one in ten, 

And ſought him more than other men. 
Our ſhepherd too, with like attention, 


He roſe one morn at break of day, 

And near the field in ambuſh lay: 

When lo! a brace of girls appears, 

The third, a matron much in years. 

Smiling amidſt the peaſe, the ſinners 

Sat down to cull their future dinners ; * 

And, caring little who might own em, 

Made free as though themſelves had ſown em. 
Tis worth a ſage's obſervation, * 

How love can make a jeſt of paſſion, 


Anger had forc'd the kn Com bed, 


His early dues to love unpaid! 

And love, a god that keeps a pother, 

And will be paid one time or other, 

Now baniſh'd anger out o' door; 

And claim'd the debt with-held before. 

If anger bid our youth revile, - 
Love form'd his FA atures to a ſmile : 

And knowing well twas all grimace, 

To threaten with a ſmiling face, 

He in few words expreſs'd his mind — 


And none would deem them much unkind. 


The am'rous youth, for their offence, 
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That recompence from each, which ſhame 
Forbids a bathful muſe to name. 
| Yet, more this ſentence to diſcover, 
Tis what Bett * grants her lover, 
when he, to make the ſtrumpet willing, 
Has ſpent his fortune to a ſhilling. 1 
Each ſtood a while, as *twere ſuſpended, 
And loath to do, what—each intended... 5 
At length, with ſoft pathetic ſighs, 
The matron, bent with age, replies, 
"Tis vain to ſtrive—juſtice, I know, 
And our ill ſtars will have it ſo — 
But let my tears your wrath affuage, 
And ſhew ſome deference for age 
J from a diſtant village came, | 
Am old, G- knows, and ſomething lame; 
And if we yield, as yield we mult, | 
Diſpatch my crazy body firſt. 
Our ſhepherd, like the Phrygian ſwain, 
When circled round on Ida's plain, 
With goddeſſes he ſtood ſuſpended, 
And Pallas's grave ſp:ech was ended, 
Own'd what ſhe aſk'd might be his duty; 
But paid the compliment to beauty. 
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To be performed by Dr Brettle, and a Cho- 
Tus of Hales-owen CITIZENS. 


Ihe Inſtrumental Part, a Viol d'Amour. 


AIR by the Docror. 


Wake! J J fay, awake, good people! 
And be for once alive and gay; 
Come let's be merry, ſtir the tipple x ; 
How can you ſleep, 


Whilſt I do play ? how can you eps Oe. 
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Pardon, O pardon, great — ! 
On drowſy ſouls ſome pity take ! 
For wondrous hard is our condition, | 
To drink thy beer, 9 

Thy ſtrains to hear; 


To drink, 
T0 Rear, © | 
And OR awake ! 


SOLO by the Docrox. 


Hear but this Gennes twas made by Handel, 
A wight of ſkill, and judgment deep! 
Zoonters they're gone— Sal, bring a candle 

No, here is one, and he s aſleep. 


7 


D u- 


PIECES os HUMOUR. 81 


0  DUETTE © 
DR. -How could they go, soft muſic. 
EL — Whilſt I do play? 5 

SaL. How could they go? | Warlike muſie. 


How ſhould they ſtay? 
* MN N MMK KN E EM K KK K 
EPILOGUE to the Tragedy of CI ONE. 
ELL, ladies —ſo much for the tragic ſtyle— 


| W And now the cuſtom is to make you: tmile, 

To make us ſmile l- methinks I hear you ſay 
Why, who can help it at ſo ſtrange a play.??? 
The captain gone three years !—and then to blame 
The faultleſs conduct of his virtuous dame! 
My ſtars—what gentle belle would think it treaſon, 
When thus provot'd, to give the brute ſome reaſon? 
Out of my houſe !—this night, forſooth, depart ! 
A: modern wife had ſaid, — With all my heart 
But think not, haughty Sir, I'll go alone! 
Order your coach, conduct me ſafe to town 
Give me my jewels, wardrobe, and my maid - 
And pray take care my pin- money be paid.“ 

Such is the language of each modith fair! 
Yet memoirs, not of modern growth, declare 
The time has been when modeſty and truth 


= Were deem'd additions to the charms of youth; 


When women hid their necks, and vail'd their]! 


faces, | 0 
Nor romp'd, nor rak'd, nor ſtar'd at public 7 
places, | : 5 : 
Nor took the airs of Amazons for graces : : ; 


Then plain: domeſtic virtues were the mode, 

And wives ne'er dream'd of happineſs abroad: 

They lov'd their children, learn'd no flaunting airs, 

But with the joys of wedlock mix'd the cares. 
O 2 Thoſe 
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Thoſe times are paſt---yet ſure they merit praiſe, 

For marriage triumph'd in thoſe golden days: 

By chaſte decorum they affection gain'd ; | 
By faith and fondneſs what they won, maintain'd. 

*Fis yours, ye fair, to bring thoſe days agen, 

And form anew the hearts of thoughtleſs men 

Make beauty's luſtre amiable as bright, 

And give the foul, as well as ſenſe, delight; 

Reclaim from folly a fantaſtic age, 

That ſcorns the preſs, the pulpit, and the ſtage. 
Let truth and tenderneſs your breaſts adorn, | 

The marriage-chain with tranſport ſhall be worn. 

Each blooming virgin rais'd into a bride, | 
Shall double all their joys, their cares divide 
Alleviate grief, compoſe the jars of ſtrife, 

And pour the balm that ſweetens human life. 
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Jupement of HERCULES, 


; WIe bloc blooming 1 0 deſcends from gent 


ſkies, 
By whoſe mild influence inſtant wonders riſe ; - 
From whoſe ſoft breath Elyſian beauties flow; 
The ſweets of Hagley, or the pride of Stoue; 
Will Lyzt/eton the rural landicape range, 


Leave noiſy fame, and not regret the change? 


Pleas'd will he tread the garden's early ſcencs, 


And learn a moral from the rifing greens ? 
There, warm'd alike by Sol's enliv'ning pow The 


'The weed, aſpiring, emulates the flow'r ; 
The drooping flow'r, its fairer charms dif play” d. 
Invites, from grateful hands, their gen'rous aid: 


Soon, if none check th' invaſive foe's deſigns, 


The lively luſtre of theſe ſcenes declines ! 
"Tis thus, the ſpring of youth, the morn of ites,. 
Rears in our minds the rival feeds of ſtrife. 
Then paſſion riots, reaſon then contends 
And on the conqueſt ev'ry bliſs depends: 
Life from the nice decifion takes its hue ; 


And bleſs'd thoſe judges who decide like you | # 


On worth like theirs thall ev'ry bliſs attend: 
The world their fav'rite, and the world tacir Friend... 
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There are, who blind to thought s fatiguing ray, 


As fortune gives examples, urge their way; 


Not virtue's foes, tho they her paths decline, 


And ſcarce herfriends, tho' with her friends they ) join, 


In her's, or vice's caſual road advance, 
Thoughtleſs, the ſinners or the ſaints of chance ! 
Yet ſome more nobly fcorn the vulgar voice; 
With judgment fix, with zeal purſue their choice, 


| When ripen'd thought, when reaſon born to reign, 


Checks the wild tumults of the youthful vein ; 

While paſſion's lawleſs tides, at their command, 

Glide thro' more uſeful tracks, and bleſs the land. 
Happieſt of theſe is he whoſe matchleſs mind, 


By learning ſtrengthen d, and by taſte refin d, 


In virtue's cauſe cflay'd its earlieſt pow'rs; 


Choſe virtue's * and ſtrew'd her paths with 


flow'rs. 

The firſt alarm'd, if freedom waves her wings: 
The fitteſt to adorn each art ſhe brings: EZ 
Lov? that prince whom ev'ry virtue fires z 
Prais d by that bard whom ev'ry muſe inſpires: 
Bleſs'd in the tuneful art, the ſocial flame; 
In all that wins, in all that merits fame! 

Twas youth's perplexing ſtage his doubts inſpir'd, 


When great Alides to a grove retir'd. 


Thro' the lone windings of a devious glade, 


Reſign'd to thought, with ling'ring ſteps be * 


Pleſt with a mind to taſte ſincerer joys 

Arm'd with a heart each falſe one to deſpiſe. 
Dubious he ſtray'd, with wav'ri ng thoughts poſſeſt, 
Alternate paſſions ſtruggling fhar'd his breaſt; 
The various arts which human cares divide, 


In deep attention all his mind employ'd : 


Anx'ous, if fame an equal bliſs ſccur'd; 
Or ſilent eaſe with ſofter charms allur'd. 

The ſ) Ivan choir whoſe numbers ſweetly flow'd, 
The fount that murmur'd, and the LOW: rs that 
blow'd; : | 

The 
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, ; The filver flood that in meanders led 
| His glitt'ring ſtreams along th enliven'd mead; 

N The ſoothing breeze, and all thoſe beauties join'd, 
„ + Which, whilſt they pleaſe, effeminate the mind. 
| In vain ! while diſtant, on a ſummit rais'd, 5 

'Th' imperial tow'rs of fame attractive blaz d. 

While thus he tra d thro' fancy's puzzling mae 
The ſep' rate ſweets of pleaſure, and of praiſe; 
Sudden the wind a fragrant gale convey'd, 

And a new luſtre gain'd upon the ſhade. 
Ar once before his wond'ring eyes were ſeen 
Two female forms of more than mortal mien. 
Various their charms; and, in their dreſs and face, 
Each ſeem'd to vie with ſome peculiar grace. 
nis, whoſe attire leſs clogg'd with art appear d, 
K The ſimple ſweets of innocence endear'd. 
= Her ſprightly bloom, her quick ſagacious eye, 
Shew'd native merit mix'd with modeſty. 
Her air diffus'd a mild, yet awful ray, 
Severely ſweet, and innocently gay. 
Such the chaſte image of the martial maid, 
In artleſs folds of virgin- white array'd ! 
She let no borrow'd roſe her cheeks adorn, 
. | _ Her bluſhing cheeks that ſhanmi'd the purple morn. 
Her charms. nor had nor wanted rife) Oils, 
Or ſtudy'd geftures, or well practis'd ſmiles. 
} She ſcorn'd the toys which render beauty leſs ;, 
She prov'd th' engaging chaſtity of dreſs ; 
ö And while ſhe choſe in native charms to ſhine, 
_ Ev'n thus ſhe ſeem'd, nay more than ſeem'd, divine. 
One modeſt em'rald clafy'd the robe ſhe wore, 
And, in her hand, th' imperial ſword ſhe bore. 
Sublime her height, majeſtic was her pace, 
And match'd the awful honours of her face. 
The ſhrubs, the flow'rs, that deck the verdant 
ground, | „„ 


1 Seem d, where ſhe trode, with riſing luſtre crown'd.. 
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Still her approach with ſtronger influence warm'd 3 [4 
She pleas'd, while diſtant, but, when near, ſne 
5 ' charm'd. © TT 
So ſtrikes the gazers eye, the ſilver gleam 
That glitt'ring quivers o'er a diſtant ſtream z 
But from its banks we ſee new beauties riſe, 
And, in its cryſtal boſom, trace the ſkies. 
With other charms the rival viſion glow'd, 
And from her dreſs her tinſel beauties flow'd. 
A flutt'ring robe her pamper'd ſhape conceal'd, 
And ſeem'd to ſhade the charms it beſt reveal'd. 
Its form, contriv'd her faulty ſize to grace; 
Its hue, to give freſh luſtre to her face. | 
Her plaited hair diſguis'd with brilliants glar'd ; 
Her cheeks the ruby's neighb'ring luſtre ſhar'd ; 
The gaudy topaz lent its gay ſupplies, | 
And ev'ry gem that ſtrikes leſs curious eyes; 
Expos'd her breaſt with foreign ſweets perfum'd ;. 
And, round her brow, a roſeate garland bloom'd. 
Soft-ſmiling, bluſhing lips conceal'd her wiles; 
Yet ah | the bluſhes arttul as the ſmiles. _ 
Oft gazing on her ſhade, th' enraptur'd fair 
Decreed the ſubſtance well deſerv'd her care: 
Her thoughts to others charms malignly blind, 
Center'd in that, and were to that * . 
And if on others eyes a glance were thrown, 
Twas but to watch the influence of her own. 
Much like her guardian, fair Cythera's queen, 
When for her warrior ſhe refines her mien; 
Or when, to bleſs her Delian fav'rite's arms, 
| The radiant fair invigorates her charms. 
| M/uch like her pupil, Egyyt's ſportive dame, 

Her dreſs expreſſive, and her air the ſame, 

When her gay bark o'er ſilver Cydnos roll'd, 
And all th*emblazon'd ſtreamers wav'd in gold. 
Such ſhone the viſion; nor forbore to move, 

The fond contagious airs of lawleſs love, 

Ea h wanton eye deluding glances fir'd, : 
And am'rous dunples on cach check conſpir'd. 
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Lifeleſs her gait, and flow, with ſeeming pain, 
She dragg'd*her loit'ring limbs along the plain 
Yet made ſome faint efforts, and firſt approach'd { 
the ſwain. 
So glaring draughts, with taudry luſtre bright, 
Spring to the view, and ruſh upon the ſight: 
More ſlowly charms a Raphael's chaſter air, | 
Waits the calm ſearch, and pays the ſearcher's care. 
Wrapt in a pleas'd ſuſpenſe, the youth ſurvey'd 
The various charms of each attractive maid; 
Alternate each he view'd, and each admir'd, 
And found, alternate, varying flames inſpir'. 
ok o'er their forms his eyes with pleaſure ran, 
en ſhe, who firſt approach'd him, firſt began, 
„ Hither, dear boy, direct thy. wand'ring eyes 3 
'Tis here the lovely vale of pleaſure lies. 
Debate no more, to me thy life refign 5; 
Each ſweet which nature can diffuſe is mine. 
For me the nymph diverſifies her pow's, 
I gs in a tree, or bloſſoms in a flow'r; 
pleaſe my ear, ſhe tunes the linnet's ſtrains; 
To pleaſe my eye, with lilies paints the plainsz 
Fo form my couch, in moſly beds ſhe grows: 
To gratify my ſmell, perfumes. the roſe; F 
| Reveals the fair, the fertile ſcene you ſee, 
And {wells the vegetable world for me. | 
Let the gull'd fool the toils of war purſue, 
Where bleed the many to enrich the few: 
Where chance from m. claims che boaſted 
ine: 
Where, tho” ſhe give, your country oft denies. 
Induſtrious thou ſhalt Cupid's wars maintain, | 
And ever gently fight his ſoft campaign. 5 | 
His darts alone ſhalt wield, his wounds endure, +0 
Yet only ſuffer, to enjoy the cure. | — 
Yield but to me- a choir of nymphs ſhall riſe, 
And fire thy breaſt, and bleſs thy raviſh'd eyes. 
Their beauteous cheeks a fairer roſe ſhall wear, 
A brighter lily on their necks appear; , 
Where 
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Where fondly thou thy favour'd head ſhall reſt, 
Soft as the down that ſwells the cygnet's neſt! 
While Philomel in each ſoft voice complains, 
And gently lulls thee with mellifluous ſtrains ; 
Whilſt, with each accent, ſweeteſt odours flow; 
And ſpicy gums round ev'ry boſom glow. 
Not the fam'd bird Arabian climes admire, 
Shall in ſuch luxury of ſweets-expire. | 

At ſloth let war's victorious ſons exclaim ; 
In vain ! for Pleaſure is my real name: 
Nor envy thou the head with bays o'ergrown 3 
No, ſeek thou roſes to adorn thy own: 
For well each op'ning ſcene, that claims my care, 
Suits and deſerves the beauteous crown I wear. 

Let others prune the vine; the genial bowl 
Shall crown thy table, and enlarge thy foul. 
Let vulgar hands explore the brilliant mine, 
So the gay produce glitter ſtill on thine, 
Indulgent Bacchus loads his lab'ring tree, 
And, guarding, gives its cluſt'ring ſweets to me. 
For my lov'd train, Apollbs piercing beam 
Darts thro' the paſſive glebe, and frames the gem. 
See in my cauſe conſenting gods employ'd, 
Nor flight thoſe gods, their bleſſings unenjoy'd ! 
For thee the poplar ſhall its amber drain; 
For thee, in clouded beauty, ſpring the cane; 
Some coſtly tribute ev'ry clime ſhall pay; 
Some charming treaſure ev'ry wind convey ; 


Each object round ſome pleafing ſcene ſhall yield ; 
Art build thy dome, while nature decks thy field; 


Of Corinth's order ſhall the ſtructure riſe; 

The ſpiring turrets glitter thro? the ſkies ; 

Thy coſtly robe ſhall glow with Tyrian rays ; 
Thy vaſe ſhall ſparkle, and thy car ſhall blaze; 
Yet thou, whatever pomp the ſun diſplay, 

Shalt own the am'rous night exceeds the day. 


When melting flutes, and ſweetly: ſounding lyres 


Wake the gay loves, and cite the young deſires; 
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Or, in th” /onian dance, ſome fav'rite maid =: 

Improves the flame her ſparkling eyes convey'd; - 
Think, canſt thou quit a glowing Delia's arms, 

To feed on virtue's viſionary charms ? = 
Or ſlight the joys which wit and youth engage, | 
For the faint honour of a frozen ſage ? 1 

To find dull envy ev'a that hope deface, 

And, where you toil'd for glory, reap diſgrace ? 

Ol think that beauty waits on thy decree, 

And thy lov'd lovelieſt charmer pleads with me. 

She, whoſe ſoft ſmile, or gentler glance to move, 1 

You vow'd the wild extremities of love; 5 

In whoſe endearments years, like moments, fleẽ-W; 

For whoſe endearments millions ſeem'd too few; 

She, ſhe implores; ſhe bids thee ſeize the prime, 

And tread with her the flow'ry tracks of time; 

Nor thus her lovely bloom of life beſtow 

On ſome cold lover, or inſulting foe. 

Think, if againſt that tongue thou canſt rebel, 

Where love yet dwelt, and reaſon ſeem'd to dwell ; 

What ſtrong perſuaſion arms her ſofter. Saks ! 
What full conviction ſparkles in her eyes = 

See nature ſmiles, and birds ſalute the ſhade, 

Where breathing jaſmin ſcreens the fleeping maid: 

And ſuch her charms, as to the vain may prove, 

Ambition ſeeks more humble joys than love 

Their buſy toil ſhall ne'er invade thy reign, 

Nor ſciences perplex thy lab'ring brain : 

Or none, but what with equal ſweets invite; 
Nor other arts, but to prolong delight: 
Sometimes thy fancy prune her tender wing, 

Io praiſe a pendant, or to grace a ring; 

To fix the dreſs that ſuits each varying mien; 

To ſhew where beſt the cluſt'ring gems are ſeen; 

To ſigh ſoft ſtrains along the vocal grove, 

And tell the charms, the ſweet effects of love! 

Nor fear to find a coy diſdainful muſe; 

Nor think the fiſters will their aid refuſe. ; 

Cool grots, and tinkling rills, or filent ſhades, 

Soft ſcenes of leiſure ! ſuit th? nn i 

. | . "> Mm 
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Same of that facred train ally'd to me. 


Till loft in bliſs thou breathe thy ſoul away: 


Deep in his breaſt, to melt his manly ſoul : 


And all the wiſe, and all the grave decree 


But if more ſpecious eaſe thy wiſhes claim, 
And thy breaſt glow with faint deſire of fame, 
Some ſofter ſcience fhall thy thoughts amuſe, 
And learning's name a ſolemn ſound diffuſe : 
To thee all nature's curious ſtores Pll bring, 
Explain the beauties of an inſect's wing; 
The plant, which nature, leſs diffuſely kind, 
Has to few climes with partial care confin'd ; 
The ſhell ſhe ſcatters with more careleſs air, 
And, in her frolics, feems ſupremely fair: 
'The worth that dazzles in the tulip's ſtains, 
Or lurks beneath a pebble's various veins. 

. Sleep's downy god, averſe to war's alarms, 

Shall o'er thy head diffuſe his ſofteſt charms; 
Ere anxious thought thy dear repoſe affail, 
Or care, my moft deſtructive foe, prevail. 
The wat'ry nymphs ſhall tune the vocal vales, 
And gentle zephyrs harmonize their gales, 
For thy repoſe, inform, with rival joy, | | 
Their ſtreams to murmur, and their winds to figh. 
Thus ſhalt thou fpend the fweetly-flowing day, 


Till ſhe r Elyſian bow'rs of joy repair, . 

Nor find my charming ſcenes exceeded there.” 
She ceas'd ; and on a lily'd bank reclin'd, 

Her flowing robe wav'd wanton with the wind: 

One tender hand her drooping head ſuſtainsy 

One points, expreffive, to the flow'ry plains. 

Soon the fond youth perceiv'd her influence roll 


As when Favonius joins the ſolar blaze, 

And each fair fabric of the froſt decays. 
Soon, to his breaſt, the ſoft harangue convey'd 
Reſolves too partial to the ſpecious maid. 

He ſigh'd, he gaz d, fo ſweetly ſmil'd the dame; 
Jet ſighing, gazing, ſeem'd to ſcorn his flame; 
And, oft as virtue caught his wand'ring eye, 
A erimſon bluſh condemn'd the riſing figh. 


Twas 
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"Twas ſuch the ling'ring Trojan's ſhame betray'd, 
When Maia's ſon the trown of Fove diſplay dj; 

When wealth, fame, empire, could no balance 
Pe, | 1 85 Ons 
For the ſoft reign of Dido, and of love. 
Thus ill with arduous glory love conſpires; 
Soft tender flames with bold impetuous fires! 

| Some hov'ring doubts his anxious boſom mov'd, 

| And virtue, zealous fair! thoſe doubts improv'd. | 

x Fly, fly, fond youth, the too indulgent maid, 3 

Nor err, by ſuch fantaſtic ſcenes betray d. | . | 
Tho? in my path the rugged thorn be feen, | 
And the dry turf diſcloſe a fainter green ; 
Tho' no gay roſe, or flow'ry product ſhine, 

The barren ſurface ſtill conceals the mine. 

Tach thorn that threatens, ev'n the weed that grows 
In virtue's path, fuperiour ſweets beſtows | 

Vet thould thoſe boaſted ſpecious toys allure, 

Whence _ fond ſloth the flatt'ring gifts pro- 

| cure : | 
The various wealth that tempts thy fond defire, 
Tis I alone, her greateſt toe, acquire. | 

I from old ocean rob the treaſur'd ſtore; * 

I thro? each region, latent gems explore; 

was I the rugged brilliant farſt reveal'd; 

By num'rous ſtrata deep in earth conceal'dz; - + 

is I the turface yet refine, and ſhow * 
The modeſt gem's intrinſic charms to glow. * 
Nor ſwells the grape, nor ſpires its fecble tree, 
Without the firm ſupports of induſtry. e 
But grant we floth the ſcene herſelf has drawn, 

The moſſy grotto, and the flow'ry lawn; | 

Let Philomela tune th'; harmonious gale, | 
And with each breeze eternal ſweets exhale z —_ 4 
Let gay Pomona flight the plains around, 85 
And chooſe, for faireſt fruits, the favour'd ground. 
Jo bleſs the fertile vale ſhould virtue ceaſe; - 1 
Nor molly grots, nor flow'ry lawns could pleaſe ; 2 
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Nor gay Pomona's luſcious gifts avail, - 
The found harmonious, or the ſpicy gale. | 
-  Seeſt thou yon rocks in dreadful pomp ariſe, 
Whoſe rugged cliffs deform th? encircling ſkies ? 
Thoſe fields, whence Phebus all their moiſture 
— drains, | . 
And, too profuſely fond, diſrobes the plains ? 
When I vouchſafe to tread the barren ſoil, | 
Thoſe rocks ſeem Tovely, and thoſe deſarts ſmile. 
The form thou view'ſt, to ev'ry ſcene with caſe 
Transfers its charms, and ev'ry ſcene can pleaſe. | 
When I have on thoſe pathleſs wilds appear'd, 
And the lone wand'rer with my preſence cheer'd; 
Thoſe cliffs the exile has with pleaſure view'd, 
And call'd that deſart bliſsful ſolitude! _ 
Nor I alone to ſuch extend my care: 
————— Health ſurveys her altars there. 
Brown exerciſe will lead thee where ſhe reigns, 
And with reflected luſtre gild the plains. 5 
With her, in flow'r of youth, and beauty's pride, 
Her offspring, calm content and peace, reſide. 
One ready off ring ſuits each neighb'ring ſnrine; 
And all obey their laws, who practiſe mine. 
But health averſe from floth's ſmooth region flies; 
And, in her abſence, pleaſure droops and dies. 
Her bright companions, mirth, delight, repoſe, 
Smile where ſhe ſmiles, and ſicken when ſhe goes. 
+ A galaxy of pow'rs! whoſe forms appear 
For ever beauteous, and for ever near. 
Nor will ſoft ſleep to ſloth's requeſt incline, 
- from her couches flies unbid to mine. | 
ain is the ſparkling bowl, the warbling ſtrain, - 
Th' incentive ſong, the labour'd viand vain ! 
Where the relentleſs reigns without controul, 
And checks each gay excurſion of the ſoul; 
Unmov'd, tho' beauty deck'd in all its charms, 
Grace the rich couch, and ſpread the ſofteſt arms: 
Tos, ; i 
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* 
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Till joyleſs indolence ſuggeſts deſires ; 


Or drugs are ſought to furniſh languid fires : 
Such languid fires as on the vitals prey, 
Barren of bliſs, but fertile of decay. 


4s artful heats, apply'd to thirſty lands, 
'®# Produce no flow'rs, and but debaſc the ſands. 


But let fair Health her chearing ſmiles impart, 
How fweet is nature, how ſuperfluous art! | 
»Tis ſhe the fountains ready draught commends,. - 
And ſmooths the flinty courſe which fortune leads. 


And, when my hero from his toils retires, 


Fills his gay boſom with unuſual fires, 

And, while no checks th' unbounded joy. r prove, 
Aids and refines the genuine ſweets of love. be 
His faireſt proſpect riſing trophies frame: 

His ſweeteſt muſic is the voice of fame; 


P leaſures to floth unknown ! ſhe never found 


How fair the proſpect, or how ſweet the found. 
See fame's gay ſtructure from yon ſummit charms, 
And fires the manly breaſt to arts or arms : 
Nor dread the ſteep aſcent, by which you riſe 
From 1 vales to tow'rs which reach the 
„„ 
Love, fame, eſteem, tis labour muſt acquire; 


be ſmiling offspring of a rigid fire ! 


To fix the friend, your ſervice muſt be ſhnewn; 
All, ere they lov'd your merit, lov'd their own. 
That wond'ring Greece your portrait may admire, 
That tuneful bards may ſtring for you their lyre, 


That books may praiſe, or coins record your name, 


Such, ſuch rewards tis toil alone can claim! 

And the ſame column which diſplays to view L 
The conqu'rors name, _— the conqueſt too. 
1 


Twas flow Experience, tedious miſtreſs! taught 


All that e'er nobly ſpoke, or bravely fought. _- 
_ *T'was ſhe the patriot, ſhe the bard refin d. 
In arts that ſerve, protect, or pleaſe mankinßd. 
5 W Not 
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Not the vain viſions of inactive ſchools ; 
Not fancy's maxims, not opinion's o rules, 


Eer form'd the man whoſe gen 'rous warmth ex. f 


ene 

T* enrich his country, or to ſerve his friends. | 
On active worth the laurel war beſtows : : 
Peace rears her olive for induſtrious brows : 
Nor earth, uncultur'd, yields its kind ſupplics : 
Nor heav'n its ſhow'rs, without a ſacrifice. _ 
See far below ſuch grov'ling ſcenes of ſhame, 
As lull to reſt Ignavia's ſhumb'ring dame. 

Her friends, from all the toils of fame ſecure, 
Alas! inglorious, greater toils endure. 

Doom'd all to mourn, who in her cauſe engage 

A youth enervate, and a painful age |. 
A fick] ſapleſs maſs, if reaſon flies; 
8 if the linger, impotently wiſe | 

A thoughtleſs train, who pamper'd, ſleek, Re) gay, 
Invite old age, and revel youth away; 


From life's freſh vigour move the load of care, 


And idly place it where they leaſt can bear. 
When to the. mind, diſeas d, for aid = fly, 
What kind reflection ſhall the mind ſupply? 
When, with loft health, what ſhould — lo allay, 
Peace, peace is loſt; a comfortleſs decay | y- 
But to my friends, when youth, when pleaſure flies, 
And earth's dim beauties fade before their eyes, 
Thro' death's dark viſta flow'ry tracks are ſeen, 
Elyſian plains, and groves for ever green. 

If o'er their lives a reffuent glance they caſty 


Thbeirs is the preſent who can praiſe the paſt, 


Life has its bliſs for theſe, when paſt its bloom, 
As wither'd roſes yield a late perfume. 

Serene, and ſafe from paſſions ſtormy rage, 
How calm they glide into the port of age | 
Of the rude voyage leſs depriv'd than eas'd ; 
N tir d 2 8 and weaken'd than diſcas d. 


For 
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For health on age, tis temp'rance muſt beſtow z 


And peace from piety alone can lowz ; 
And all the incenſe bounteous 7ove requires, 


Has ſweets for him who feeds the ſacred fires. — 


. Sloth views the tow'rs of fame with envious eyes; 
Defirous ſtill, ſtill impotent to riſe. 


Oft, when reſolv'd to gain thoſe bliſsful tow'rs, . 


The penſive queen the dire aſcent explores, 

Comes onward, wafted by the balmy trees, 

Some filvan muſic, or ſome ſcented breeze: | 
She turns her head, her own gay realm ſhe ſpies, . 


And all the ſhort-liv'd reſolution dies. 


Thus ſome fond inſect's falt'ring pinions wave, 


Claſp'd in its fav'rite ſweets, a laſting ſlave: 


And thus in vain theſe charming viſions pleaſe 


The wretch of glory, and the ſlave of eaſe: 

Doom'd ever in ignoble ſtate to pine, 

Boaſt her own ſcenes, and languiſh after mine. 
But ſhun her ſnares: nor let the world exclaim, 

Thy birth, which was thy glory, prov'd thy ſhame. 

With early hope thine infant actions fir d); 

Let manhood crown what infancy inſpir'd. 

Let gen'rous toils reward with health thy days, 

Prolong thy prime, and eternize thy praiſe. 

The bold exploit that charms th' atteiting age, 

To lateſt times ſhall gen'rous hearts engage; 

And with that myrtle ſhall thy ſhrine be crown'd, _ 

With which, alive, thy graceful brows were bound: 


Till time ſhall bid thy virtues freely bloom, 


And raiſe'a temple where it found a tomb. | 
Then in their feaſts thy name ſhall Grecians join; 


Shall pour the ſparkling juice to ove's and thine... 
Thine, us d in war, ſhall raiſe their native fire; 


Thine, us'd in peace, their mutual faith inſpire, 


Dulneſs perhaps through want of fight may blame, 


And ſpleen, with odious induſtry, defame; 

And that, the honours giv'n, with wonder view, 
And this, in ſecret ſadneſs, own them due: 
Pie | Fx Contempt: 


2 
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Contempt and envy were by fate deſign'd 
The rival tyrants which divide mankind; 
Contempt, which none but who deſerve can bear; 
While envy's wounds the ſmiles of fame repair. 
For know, the gen'rous thine exploits ſhall fire, 
Thine ev'ry friend it ſuits thee to require, 'S 
Lov'd by the gods, and, till their ſeats I ſhow, 3 
Lov'd by the good their images below.” | 
Ceaſe, lovely maid, fair daughter of the ſkies > IF 
My guide! my queen th” ecſtatic youth replies: | 
In thee I trace a form defign'd for ſway; 8 
Which chiefs may court, and kings with pride obey. | 
And, by thy bright immortal friends | fwear, © 
Thy fair idea ſhall no toils impair. | 
Lead me! O lead me where whole hoſts of foes | 
Thy form depreciate, and thy friends oppeſe }. | | 
Welcome all toils th* unequal fates decree, 1 
While toils endear thy faithful charge to thee. N 
Such be my cares, to bind th' oppreſſive hand, 
And cruſh the fetters of an injur'd and: 
To ſee the monſter's noxious life reſign'd, 
And tyrants quell'd, the monſters of mankind ! ö 
Nature ſhall ſmile to view the vanquiſh'd brood, 
And none but envy riot unſubdu'd. 
In cloiſter'd ſtate let ſelfiſh ſages dwell, 
Proud that their heart is narrow as their cell; 
And boaſt their mazy labyrinth of rules, 
Far leſs the friends of virtue, than the fools : 
Yet ſuch in vain thy fav'ring ſmiles pretend 
For HE is thine, who proves his country's friend. 
Thus when my life well ſpent the good enjoy, 
And the mean envious labour to deſtroy z 
When, ſtrongly lar'd by fame's contiguous ſhrine,, | 
I yet devote my choicer vows to thinez | 
If all my toils thy promis'd favour claim, 
O lead thy fav'rite through the gates of fame! 
He ceas'd his vows, and, with diſdainful air, 


He turn'd f blaſt the late cxulting fair, * 
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Convinc'd her ſpurious charms of dreſs and face 


Fantaſtic pow'r l whoſe tranſient charms allur'd, 
While error's miſt the reas'ning mind obſcur'd : 
Not ſuch the victreſs, virtue's conſtant queen 


While glooms oppreſs us, and thick ſhades ſur- 


And all the fick'ning ſplendour fades away. 
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But vaniſh'd, fled to ſome more friendly ſhore, 
The conſcious phantom's beauty pleas'd no more | 


Claim'd a quick conqueſt, or a ſure diſgrace. 


Endur'd the teſt of truth, and dar'd be ſeen. 
Her bright'ning form and features ſeem'd to own, 
Twas all her wiſh, her int'reſt to be known : 
And, when his longing view the fair declin'd, 
Left a full image of her charms behind. 
Thus reigns the moon, with furtive ſplendour- 
crown'd, 5 | | N 


round. 


But let the ſource of light its beams diſplay, 85 | 
Languid and faint the mimic flames decay, 
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V 

PROGRESS of TASTE; 
Is 


The FATE of DELICACY. 


A POEM on the Temper and Studies of the. 
__ AvTHoR; and how great a misfortune it is for 
a man of {mall eſtate to have much TASTE. 


PART Taz FIRST. 


Erhaps ſome cloud eclips'd the day, 
When thus I tun'd my penſive lay. 
The ſhip is launch'd—we catch the gale— 
On life's extended ocean fail: 

For happineſs our courſe we bend, 

Our ardent cry, our. gen'ral end ! 
Yet ah 1 the ſcenes which tempt our care 
Are like the forms diſpers'd in air, 

Still dancing near diſorder'd eyes; 

And weakeſt his, who beſt deſcries! 

Yet let me not my birthright barter, 
For wiſhing is the poet's charter; 

All- bards have leave to wiſh what's wanted, 
Tho? few cre found their wiſhes granted; 
Extenfive field] where poets pride them 

In ſinging all that is deny d them.) 


For humble eaſe, ye pow'rs! I pray 

That plain warm ſuit for ev'ry day t 
And pleaſure, and brocade, beſtow ; 

To flaunt it—once a month, or fo. 

The firſt for conſtant wear we want; 

The firſt, ye pow'rs ! for ever grant! 

But conſtant wear the laſt beſpatters, 

And turns the tiſſue into tatters. 5 

Where' er my vagrant courſe I bend, 

Let me ſecure one faithful friend. bk - 

Let me, in public ſcenes, requeſt : 
A friend of wit and taſte, well dreſt : 

And, if I muſt not hope ſuch favour, = 
A friend of wit and taſte, however. | 

Alas! that wiſdom ever ſhuns 

Ta congregate her ſcatter'd ſons; 
Whoſe nervous forces, well combin'd, 
Would win the field, and ſway mankind. 

The fool will ſqueeze, from morn to night, 

To fix his follies full in fightz 

The note he ftrikes, the plume be ſhows,. 

Attract whole flights of fops and beaux; 

And kindred-fools, who ne'er had known him, 
Flock at the ſight, careſs and own him. 

But ill- ſtarr'd ſends, nor gay nor loud, 

Steals ſoft, on tip-toe, thro* the croud; 

Conveys his meagre form between; , 
And ſlides, like pervious air, unſeen z. ; 
Contracts his known tenuity,  __ 
As though 'twere ev'n a crime to be: 
Nor ev'n permits his eyes to ſtray, 
And win acquaintance in their way. 

In company, fo mean his air, 

Lou ſcarce are conſcious he is there; 
Till from ſome nook, like ſharpen'd ſteel, 
Occurs his face's thin profile. =_— 

Still ſeeming, from the gazer's eye, 

Like Venus, newly-bath'd, to fly. 


* 
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Yet while reluctant he diſplays 

His real gems before the blaze, 

The fool hath, in its centre, plac'd 

His tawdry ſtock of painted paſte. 

Ditus'd to ſpeak, he tries his {kill ; 

Speaks coldly, and ſucceeds but ill; 

His penſive manner, dulneſs deem'd; 

His modeſty, reſerve eſteem d; 

His wit unknown, his learning vain, 

He wins not one of all the train. 

And thoſe who, mutually known, 

In friendſhip's faireſt liſt had ſhone, 

Leſs prone, than pebbles, to unite, 
| Retire to ſhades from public ſight; 

_ Grow ſavage, quit their ſocial nature; 
And ſtarve, to ſtudy mutual ſatire. ” 
But friends and fav'rites, to chagrin them, 
Find counties, countries, ſeas between them: 
Meet once a year, then part, and then 
Retiring, with to meet again. 

Sick of the thought, let me provide 

Some human form to grace my ſide; 

At hand, where'er I ſhape my courſe 

An uſeful, pliant, ſtalking horfe ! 

No geſture free from ſome grimace ; 

No ſeam without its ſhare of lace 

But, mark'd with gold, or ſilver either, 
Hint where his cvat was piec'd together, 

His legs be lengthen'd, I adviſe, 

And ſtockings roll'd abridge his thighs. 

What tho? Vandyck had other rules, 

What had Yandyck to do with fools ? 

Ze nothing wanting, but his mind; 
Before, a ſolitaire ; behind, 

A twiſted riband, like the track 
Which nature gives an aſs's back. 
Silent, as midnight ! pity twere 

His wiſdom's flender wealth to ſhare; 


| And, 
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And, whilſt in flocks our fancies ſtray, 
To wiſh the poor man's lamb away. 
This form attracting ev'ry eye, 
I ſtrole. all unregarded by: | 
This wards the jokes of ev'ry kind, - 
As an umbrella ſun or wind; 
Or, like a ſpunge, abſorbs the ſallies, 
And peſtilential fumes of malice; 
Or, like a ſplendid ſhield, is fit 
To ſcreen the templar's random wit; 

Or what ſome gentler cit lets fall, 
As wooll-packs quaſh the leaden ball. 

Alluſions theſe of weaker force, 
And apter ſtill the ſtalking horſe ! 

O let me wander all unſeen, 

Beneath the ſanction of his mien ! 
As lilies ſoft, as roſes fair ! 
Empty as air-pumps drain'd of air ! 
With ſteady eye and pace remark 
The ſpeckled flock that haunts the park * 
Level my pen with wondrous heed 
At follies, flocking there to feed: 
And, as my ſatire burſts amain, 
See feather'd fopp'ry ſtrew the plain. 

But when I ſeek my rural grove, 
And ſhare the peaceful haunts I love, | = 
Let none of this unhallow'd train . i 
My ſweet ſequeſter'd paths profane. FE 
Oft may ſome poliſh'd virtuous friend 
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But all difpers'd ! the wiſh, the pray'r, -- 
Are driven to mix with common air. 


St Jum es s. 
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NO nao 


FANS THE SE CON D.- 


ow happy once was Damon's lot, 
N While yet romantic ſchemes were not! 
Ere yet he ſent his weakly | 
To plan frail caſtles in the Den; z 
Forſaking pleaſures cheap and common, 
To court a blaze, {till flitting from one. 
Ah happy Damon! thrice and more, 
Had taſte ne'er trouch'd thy pong ſhore, 
Oh days! when to a girdle t | 
The couples gingled at his ade; ; 
And Damon ſwore he would not barter 
The ſportſman's girdle for a garter | 
ere came to kill an hour, 
ay eaſy Damon in their pow'r ; 
Pure ſocial nature all his guide, 
% Damon had not a grain of pride.“ 
He wiſh'd not to elude the ſnares 


Which knav'ry plans, and craft prepares 


But rather wealth to crown their wiles; 
And win their univerſal ſmiles: 
For who are cheerful, who at caſe, 


But they who cheat us as they pleaſe ! 


He wink'd at many a groſs deſign, 
The new. fall'n calf might countermine: 
Thus ev'ry fool allow his merit; 

« Yes! Damon had a gen'rous ſpirit !” 

A coxcomb's jeſt, however vile, 
Was ſure, at leaſt, of Damon's ſmile: 


That coxcomb ne'er deny'd him ſenſe 
For why? it prov'd his own pretence : 


All own'd, were modeſty away, 

Damon could ſhine as much as they. 
When wine and folly came in ſeaſon, 

Damon ne 'er ſtrove to ſave his reaſon ; ; | 

Obnoxioud 
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Obnoxious to the mad uproar z 
A ſpy upon a hoſtile ſhore | 
"Twas this his company endear'd: 
Mirth never came till he appear'd; 4 
His lodgings——ev'ry draw'r could ſhew 'emy 
The ſlave was kick'd, who did not know 'em. 
Thus Damon, ſtudious of his eaſe, | 
And pleaſing all whom mirth could pleaſe; 
Defy'd the world, like idle Colley, 
To thew a ſofter word than folly. 
Since wiſdom's.gorgon-ſhield was known 
To ſtare the gazer into ſtone; 
He choſe to truſt in folly*s. charm, 
'To keep his breaſt alive and warm. 
At length grave learning's ſober train 
Remark'd the trifler with diſdain 
The ſons of taſte contemn'd his ways, 
And rank'd him with the brutes that graze: 
While they to nobler heights aſpir'd, 
And grew belov'd, eſteem'd, admir'd. 
Hence with our youth, not void of ſpirit, 
His old companions loſt their merit: | 
And ev'ry kind, well-natur'd ſot, 
Scem'd a dull play, without a plot; 
Where ev'ry yawning gueſt agrees, 
The willing creature ſtrives to pleaſe 
But temper never could amuſe; | 
It barely led us to excuſe; 
Twas true, converſing, they averr'd, 
All they had ſeen, or felt, or heard; 
Talents of weight! for wights like theſe, 
The law might chuſe for witneſſes: 
But ſure th' atteſting dry narration 
Ill ſuits a judge of converſation, 


* What were their freedoms ? mere excuſes 


To vent ill manners, blows, and bruiſes. 


V Boiſterous mürth. 


* 
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| | Yet freedom, gallant freedom! hailing, 

Bs At form, at form, inceſſant railing, 

Ii . Would they examine each offence, - 

Its latent cauſe, its known pretence, 

_ Pundtilio ne'er was known to breed 'em, 
So ſure as fond prolific freedoms” „ 

Their courage? but a loaded gun; 35 
Machine the wife would wiſh to ſhun; 
Its guard unſafe, its lock an ill one, 
Where accident might fire and kill one. 

In ſhort, diſguſted out of meaſure, 
Thro' much contempt, and flender pleaſure, 
His ſenſe of dignity returns; 
With native pride his boſom burns; 

He ſeeks reſpe&t—but how to gain it? 

Wit, ſocial mirth, could ne'er obtain it: 
And laughter, where it reigns uncheck'd, 
Diſcards and diffipates reſpect : : 

The man who gravely bows, enjoys it; 
But ſhaking hands, at once deſtroys it. 

Precarious plant, which freſh and gay, 
Shrinks at the touch, and fades away 
Come then, reſerve ! yet from thy train 
Baniſh contempt, and curs'd diſdain. 
Teach me, he cry'd, the magic art 
To act the decent diſtant part: 

To huſband well my complaiſance, 

Nor let ev'n wit too far advance; 

But chuſe calm reafon for my theme, 

In theſe her royal realms ſupreme ; 

And o'er her charms, with caution ſhown, 

Be ſtill a graceful umbrage thrown ; 

And each abrupter period crown'd, 
With nods, and winks, and ſmiles profound. 
Till reſcu'd from the croud beneath, 

No more with pain to move or breathe, 

I riſe with head elate, to ſhare 


; Salubrious draughts of purer air, | 
1 . Reſpect 
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Reſpect is won by grave pretence . 
And filence, ſurer ev'n than ſenſe 
eis hence the ſacred grandeur ſprings 
Ol eaſtern—and of other kings, 
Or whence this awe to virtue due, L 
While virtue's diſtant as Peru? 1 
The ſheathleſs ſword the guard diſplays, 
Which round emits its dazzling rays: 
The ſtately fort, the turrets tall, 
Portcullis'd gate, and battled wall, 
Leſs ſcreens the body, than controuls, 
And wards contempt from royal ſouls. 

The crowns they wear but check the eye, 
Before it fondly pierce too nigh ; 
That dazzled crouds may be employ'd 
Around the ſurface of—the void. 
O! tis the ſtateſman's craft profound 
To ſcatter his amuſements round, Fs, 
To tempt us from their confcions breaſt, ' 
Where full-fledg'd crimes enjoy their neſt. - 
Nor awes us ev'ry worth reveal'd F 
So deeply, as each vice conceald. 
The lordly log, diſpatch'd of yore, 
That the frog - people might adore, 
With guards to keep them at a diſtance, 
Had reign'd, nor wanted wit's aſſiſtance: 
Nay—had addreſſes from his nation, 
In praiſe of log · adminiſtration. 


— 


PART TAZ THIRD. 


HE buoyant fires of youth were o'er, 
And fame and finery pleas'd no more; 


Productive of that gen'ral ſtare, 

Which cool reflection ill can bear! 

And, crouds commencing mere vexation, 
rement ſent its invitation. 


"x Romantic 
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Romantic ſcenes of pendant hills, 

And verdant vales, and falling rills, 

And moſſy banks the fields adorn, 
Where Damon, ſimple ſwain, was born. 
The dryads rear'd a ſhady grove; 
Where ſuch as think, and ſuch as love, 
Might ſafely ſigh their ſummer's day, 
Or muſe their filent hours away. 

The oreads lik'd the climate well, 
And taught the level plain to ſwell, 

In verdant mounds, from whence che eye 
Might all their larger works deſcry. 

The naiads pour'd their urns around, 
From nodding rocks o'er vales profound. 
They form'd their ſtreams to pleaſe the view, | 
And bade them wind, as ſerpents do: 
And having ſhewn them where to ſtray; 
Threw little pebbles in their way. 

Theſe fancy, all-ſagacious maid, 

Had at their ſeveral taſks ſurvey'd: 
She ſaw and ſmil'd; and oft would lead 
Our Damon's foot o'er hill and mead; 
E There, with deſcriptive finger, trace 
1 The genuine beauties of the place; 
| And when ſhe all its charms had ſhown, 
Preſcribe improvements of her own. 
& See yonder hill, ſo green, ſo round, 
Its brow with ambient beeches crown'd | 
- Twould well become thy gentle care 
Fo raiſe a dome to Venus there: 
Pleas'd would the nymphs thy zeal ſurvey 
And Venus, in their arms, vepay. | 
Twas ſuch a F and ſuch a nook, 
In ſuch a vale, near ſuch a brook, 
From ſuch a rocky fragment f pringing, 
That fam'd Apollo choſe to ſing in. 
There let an altar wrought with art | 
Engage thy tuneful patron's heart. 5 5 
W Hou 
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How charming there to muſe and warble 
Beneath his buſt of breathing marble ? | 

With laurel wreath, and mimic lyre, 

That crown a poet's vaſt defire, 

Then, near it ſcoop the vaulted cell 

Where muſic's * charming maids may dwell ; 

Prone to indulge thy tender paſſion, 

And make thee many an aſſignation. 

Deep in the grove's obſcure retreat 

Be plac'd Minerva's ſacred feat 

There let her awful turrets riſe, 

(For wiſdom flies from vulgar eyes) : 

There her calm dictates ſhalt thou hear 

Diſtinctly ſtrike thy liſt'ning ear: 

And who would ſhun the pleaſing labour, 

To have Minerva for his neighbour ?” 


In ſhort, ſo charm'd each wild ſuggeſtion, 


Its truth was little call'd in queſtion : 

And Damon dream'd he ſaw the fawns, 

And nymphs, diſtinctiy ſkim the lawns ; 

Now trac'd amid the trees, and then 

| Loſt in the circling ſhades again, 

With leer oblique their lover viewing—- 

And Cupid—panting—and purſuing— 
ancy, enchanting fair, he cry'd, 

Be thou my goddeſs! thou my guide! 


For thy bright viſions I deſpiſe „„ 


What foes may think, or friends adviſe. 
The feign'd concern, when folks ſurvey 
Expence, time, ſtudy caſt away; 
The real ſpleen, with which they ſee: 

I pleaſe myſelf, and follow thee. 


Thus glow'd his breaſt by fancy warm'd;; 


And thus the fairy landſcape charm'd. 


But moſt he hop'd his conſtant care 0 


Might win the favour of the fair; 
And, wand'ring late thro” yonder glade, , 
He thus the ſoft deſign betray d. 


*-The muſes, 
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« Ye doves! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lays ſalute my love! 
My Delia with your notes detain, | f: 
Or I have rear'd the grove in vain! 
Ye flow'rs ! which early ſpring ſupplies, 
Diſplay at once your brighteſt dyes! 
That ſhe your op'ning charms may ſee 
Or what were elſe your charms to me? 
Kind zepbyr ! bruth each fragrant flow'r, 
And ſhed its odours round my bow'r.. 
Or ne'er again, O gentle wind! | 
Shall I, in thee, refreſhment find. 
Ye ſtreams, if e'er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native — improv'd, 
May each ſoft murmur ſooth my fair; 
Or oh 'twill deepen my deſpair | 
Be ſure, ye willows! you be ſeen 
Array'd in livelieſt robes of green ;. 
Or I will tear your lighted boughs, 
And let them fade around my brows. 
And thou, my grott ! whoſe lonely bounds. 
The melancholy pine ſurrounds! EF 
May ſhe admire thy peaceful gloom, 
Or thou ſhalt prove her lover's tomb.” 
And now the lofty domes were rear'd ; 
Loud laugh'd the ſquires, the rabble ſtar'd. 
„ See, neighbours, what our Damon's doing! 
I think ſome folks are fond of ruin! 
I faw his ſheep at random ſtray 
But he has thrown his crook away 
And builds ſuch huts as, in foul wether, | 
Are fit for ſheep nor ſhepherd neither. 
Whence came the ſober ſwain miſled ?: 
Why, Phebus put it in his head. 
Phebus befriends him, we are told; 
And Phebus coins bright tuns of gold. 
_ *T'were prudent not to be ſo vain ont: 
I think he'll never touch a grain on't. 
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And if, from Phebus, and his muſe,, ; 
Mere earthly lazineſs enſues; 

Tis plain, for aught that I can ſay; 

The devil inſpires as well as they. e 

So they — while fools of groſſer kind, {4 
Leſs weeting what our bard deſign'd, 
Impute his ſchemes to real evil ; 

That in theſe haunts he met the devil. 

He own'd, tho' their advice was vain, 
It ſuited wights who trode the plain: | 
For dulneſs — though he might abhor it 
In them he made allowance for it. 

Nor wonder'd, if beholding mottos, We 
And urns, and domes, and cells, and grottos, 
Folks, little dreaming of the muſes, 
Were plagu'd — their proper uſes. 
But did the muſes haunt his cell ?. 
Or in his dome did Venus dwell ? 
Did Pallas in his counſels thare ? 
The Delian god reward his pray'r ? 
Or did his zeal engage the fair ? 
When all the ſtructures ſhone complete; | 
Not much convenient, wondrous neat; 1 
Adorn'd with gilding, painting, planting, 
And the fair gueſts alone were wanting; 
Ah me! ('twas Damon's own confeſſion), 
Came Poverty, and took poſſeſſion. 


77FF 
PART Tzw FOURTH. 


W H Y: droops my Damon, whilſt he roves 
- Thro' ornamented meads and groves ?. 
Near columns, obeliſks, and ſpires, 

Which ev'ry. critic eye admires ? 

_ *Tis Poverty, deteſted mai. 

Sole tenant of their ample ſhade! | 
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Tis ſhe that robs him of his eaſe, 

And bids their very charms diſpleaſe. 
But now by fancy long controll'd, 

And with the ſons of taſte enroll'd, 

He deem'd it ſhameful, to commence. 

Firſt miniſter to common ſeuſe: 

Far more elated, to purſue 

The loweſt taſk of dear vertu. 
And now behold his lofty ſoul, 

That whilom flew from pole to pole, 

Settle on ſome elab'rate flow'r 

And, like a bee, the ſweets devour! 

| Now, of a roſe enamour'd, prove 


The wild ſolicitudes of love! 


Now, in a lily's cup enſhrin'd,. 

Forego the commerce of mankind ! 
As in theſe toils he wore away 

The calm remainder of his day 

_ Conducting ſun, and ſhade, and ſhow'r, 
As mat might glad the new-born flow'r, 
So fate ordain'd—— before his 98 
Starts up the long ſought butterfly ; 
While flutt ring round, her plums unfold 
Celeſtial crimſon dropt with gold. 

Adieu, ye bands of flow'rets fair! 

The living beauty claims his care: 
For this he ſtrips — nor bolt, nor chain, 
Could Damon's warm purſuit reſtrain. 
Zee him o'er hill, moraſs or mound, 
Where: e er the ſpeckled game is found, 
Tho' bent with age, with zeal purſue, 
And totter tow'rds the prey in view. 
Nor rock, nor ſtream, his ſteps. retard, 
Intent upon the bleſs'd reward: | 
One vaffal fly repays the chace! 
A. wing, a film, rewards the race! 
Rewards him, tho” diſeaſe attend, 
Azdi in a fatal ſurfeit end. 2 4 
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So fierce Camilla ſximm'd the plain, 
Smit with the purple's pleaſing ſtain, 
She ey'd intent the glitt'ring ſtranger, 
And knew, alas! nor fear nor danger: 
Till deep within her panting heart, 
Malicious fate impell'd the dart! 
How ſtudious he what fav'rite food 
Regales dame nature's tiny brood! 
What junkets fat the filmy people ! 
And what liqueurs they choſe to tipple ! 
| Behold him, at ſome criſe preſcribe, 
And raiſe with drugs the ſick ning tribe! 
Or haply, when their ſpirits fa'ter, | 
Sprinkling my Lord of Clopne's tar-water. 
When nature's brood of inſets dies, 
See how he pimps for am'rous flies ! 
See him the timely fuccour lend her, 
And help the wantons to engender: 


Or ſee him guard their pregnant hour; 


Exert his ſoft obſtetric pow'r 3 
And, lending each his lenient hand, 
With new-born grubs enrich the land! 
O Wilkes! what poer's loftieſt lays 
Can match thy labours, and thy praiſe ? 
Immortal ſage ! by fate decreed : 
To guard the moth's illuſtrious breed 
Till flutt'ring ſwarms on ſwarms ariſe, 
And all our wardrobes teem with flies 
And muſt we praiſe this taſte for toys ? 
Admire it then in girls and boys. 
Je youths of fifteen years, or more, 
Reſign your moths—the ſeaſon's o'cr. 
'Tis time more ſocial joys to prove 
Twere now your nobler taſk - to love. 
Let * eyes more deeply warm 
Nor, ſlighting nature's faireſt form, 


WW 


> Alludine to moths and butterſſies delineated by Benjamin 
The 


Wilkes. See his very expenſive propoſals. 
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The bias of your ſouls determine 
Tow'rds the mean love of nature's vermin. 
But ah! how wondrous few have known, 

To give each ſtage of life its own? 
Tis the pretexta's utmoſt bound, 
With radiant purple edg'd around, 
To pleaſe the child, whoſe glowing dyes 
Too long delight maturer eyes: 
And few, but with regret, aſſume 
The plain-wrought labours of the loom. 
Ah! let not me by fancy ſteer, _ 
When life's autumnal clouds appear; 
Nor ev'n in learning's long delays | 
_ Conſume my faireſt, frpitleſs days: 
Like him, who ſhould in armour ſpend 
The ſums that armour ſhould defend. 
A while, in pleaſure's myrile bow'r, 
| We ſhare her ſmiles, and bleſs her pow'r 3 
But find at laſt, we vainly ſtrive _.. 
To fix the worſt coquette alive, 
O you! that with aſſiduous flame. .. 
Have long purſu'd the faithleſs dame: 
Forſake her ſoft abodes a-while, 85 
And dare her frown, and flight her ſmile. 
Nor ſcorn, whatever wits may ſayy, 
The foot path road, the king's highway. 
No more the ſcrup' lous charmer teaſe, 
But ſeek the roofs of honeſt caſe ; | 
The rival-fair no more purſu'd, _ 
Shall there with forward pace intrude ;. 
Shall there her ev'ry art eſſay, | 
To win you to her lighted ſwayz _ 
And grant your icorn a glance more fair 
Than c'er ſhe gave your fondeſt pray'r. 

But would you happineſs purſue : 
Partake both eaſe and pleaſure too? 
Would you, thro” all your days, diſpenſe 

' Theyoys of reaton, and af ſenſe? 
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Or give to life the moſt you can? 
Let ſocial virtue ſhape the plan. 
For does not to the virtuous deed _ 
A train of pleafing ſweers ſucceed ? 
Or, like the ſweets of wild defire, 
Did ſocial pleaſures ever tire ? 5 
Yet, midſt the groupe be ſome preferr'd, 
Be ſome abhorr'd— for Damon err d 
And ſach there are—of fair addreſg— 
As twere unſocial to careſs. 
O learn, by reaſon's equal rule, 
| To ſhun the praiſe of knave, or fool; 
Then, though you deen it better ſtill 
To gain ſome ruſtic *ſquire's good-will ; 
And ſouls, however 'mean or vile, 
Like features, brighten by a ſmile ; 
Vet reaſon holds it for a crime, 
The trivial breaſt ſhould ſhare thy time: 
And virtue, with reluctant eyes, : 
Beholds this human ſacrifice ! 
Through deep reſerve, and air erect, _ 
Miſtaken Damon won reſpeTt ; - 
But could the ſpecious homage pa 
With any creature but an aſs ? 5 
If conſcious, they who fear'd the ſkin, 
Would ſcorn the ſluggiſh brute within. Hh 
What awe-ſtruck ſlaves the tow'rs incloſe, 
Where Per/ian monarchs eat, and doze ? 
What proſtrate rev'rence all agree, 
To pay a prince they never ſee! 
Mere vaſſals of a royal throne! 
The ſophi's virtues muſt be ſhown, 

To make the reverence his own, _ 
As for Thalia—wouldſt thou make her 
Thy bride without a portion ?—take her. 
She will with duteous care attend, | 

And all thy penſive hours befriend ; 
Will ſwell thy joys, will ſhare thy pain; 
With thee rejoice, with thee complain; 
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Win ſmooth thy pillow, plait thy bow'rs, 
And bind thine aching head with flow'rs. 


But be this previous maxim known, 


If thou canſt feed on love alone; 
If bleſs'd with her, thou canſt ſuſtain 


Contempt, and poverty, and pain; 

If ſo—then rifle all her graces— 

And fruitful be your fond embraces. 
Too ſoon, by caitiff-ſpleen inſpir'd, 


Sage Damon to his groves retir'd : 


The path diſclaim'd by ſober reaſon ; 
Retirement claims a later ſeaſon; 
Ere active youth and warm deſires 


Have quite withdrawn their ling'ring fires, 


With the warm boſom, ill agree, 
Or limped ſtream, or ſhady tree, 
Love lurks within the roſy bow'r, . 
And claims the ſpeculative hour ; 
Ambition finds his calm retreat, | 
And bids his pulſe too fiercely beat; 
Ev'n ſocial friendſhip duns his ear, 
And cites him to the public ſphere. . 
Does he reſiſt their genuine force? 
His temper takes ſome froward courſe; 
Till paſſion, miſdirected, fighs 


For weeds, or ſhells, .or grubs, or flies. 


Far happieſt he, whoſe early days 
Spent in the ſocial paths of praiſe, 


Leave, fairly printed on his mind, 


A train of virtuous deeds behind : | 
From this rich fund, the mem'ry draws 


The laſting meed of ſelf-applauſe. 


Such fair ideas lend their aid 

To people the ſequeſter'd ſhade. 

Such are the naiads, nymphs, -and fawns, 
That haunt his floods, or cheer his lawns. 
If where his devious ramble ſtrays, 


He virtue's padiant form furveys ; 


She 
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y ard'ous road: 


? 


er now to wear 
'r his fields allow, 


the 


mien, 


To ſhew him her remote abode 
the rock 


int 


from each flow 
She twines a garland for his brow. 


„ ſuding to- che allegory in Ceres tablet. 
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9799797 h504-05 4004 
| A RHAPSODY, addreſſed to young Porrs, 


Inſanis; emnes gelidis quicunque lacernis 
Sunt tibi, Naſenes Virgilioſque vides. Marr, 


C T. 


O you, ye bards! whoſe laviſh breaſt requires 
T This monitory lay, the ſtrains belong; 
Nor think ſome miſer vents his ſapient ſaw, 
Or ſome dull cit, unfeeling of the charms 
That tempt profuſion, ſings; while friendly zeal, 
To guard from fatal ills the tribe he loves, 5 
Inſpires the meaneſt of the muſe's train! 
Like you I lothe the grov'ling progeny, - 
Whoſe wily arts, by creeping time matur'd, 
Advance them high on pow'rs tyrannic throne : 
To lord it there in gorgeous uſeleſſneſs, | 
And ſpurn ſucceſsleſs worth that pines below! 
Zee the rich churl, amid the ſocial ſons 
Of wine and wit, regaling! hark he joins 
In the free jeſt delighted! ſeems to ſhew 
A meliorated heart! he laughs! he fings! 
Songs of gay import, madrigals of glee, 
And drunken anthems ſet agape the board. 
Like * Demea, in the play, benign and mild, 
And pouring forth benevolence of ſoul, : 
Till Micio wonders or, in Shakeſpear*s line, 
CDbſtrep'rous ſilence; drowning Shallow's voice, 
And ſtartling Faſffaff, and his mad compeers. 
He owns tis prudence, ever and anon, 


* In Terence's Ale Ipbi. 


To 
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To ſmooth his careful brow ; to let his purſe | 
Ope to a ſixpence's diameter! 4, 555 
Hz likes our ways; he owns the ways of wit. 
Are ways of pleaſance, and deſerve regard. 
True, we are dainty good ſociety 3 
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| But what art thou? alas! confider well, ii 
Salt Thow: bane of ſocial.pleaſure, know thyſelf. 1 
5 Thy fell approach, like ſome invaſive dam 9 
Breath'd thro' the pores of earth from Stygian caves, 1 

RT, Deſtroys the lamp of mirth; the lamp which we 1 
Its flamens boaſt to guard, we know not how: KY 

But at thy fight the fading flame aſſumes 631 

| A ghaſtly blue, and in a ſtench expires. 5 14 
lires True, thau ſeem'ſtchang'd; all ſainted, all en{ky'd; : HM 

The trembling tears that charge thy melting eyes, Wi! 

Say thou art honeſt, and of gentle kind; aſt 

| But all is falſe! an intermitting ſigh _ 1 Wa 
al, Condemns each hour, each moment giv'n to ſmikes, 1 
| And deems thoſe only loſt thou doſt nat loſe. a5: S | 4 


Ev'n for a demi-groat, this open'd ſoul, 
This: boon companion, this elaſtic breaſt _ '- 
Revibrates quick ; and ſends the tuneful tongue 
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EL To laviſh muſic on the rugged walls * | Wks 
Of ſome dark dungeon. Hence thou caitiff, fly! 12H 
Touch not my glaſs, nor drain my ſacred bowl, 1 
Monſter, ingrate } beneath one common ſky - - | 1 fl 
Why 2 thou brcathe ? beneath one common Wi” 
Thou ne'eri{halt-harbourz nor my little boat 
Receive a ſoul with crimes to preſs it down. 
Go to thy bags, thou recreant ! hourly go, 
And gazing there, bid them be wit, be mirth, 
Be converſation. Not a face that ſmiles _ : 

| Admit thy preſence ! not a ſoul that glows 

5 With ſocial purport, bid or ev'n or morn. 

| Inveſt thee happy! but when life declines, l 
May thy ſure heirs ſtand titt'ring round thy bed, | 11 
And, uſh'ring in their fav'rites, burſt thy locks, _- 


R 2 And 
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And fill their laps with gold; till want and care 
With joy depart, and cry, © We afk no more.” 
Ah never, never may th' harmonious mind 
Endure the worldly ! poets ever void 
Of guile, diſtruſtleſs, ſcorn the treaſur'd gold, 
And ſpurn the miſer, ſpurn his deity. - 
Balanc'd with friendſhip, in the poet's eye, 
The rival'd ſcale of int'reſt kicks the beam, | 
Than lightning ſwifter. From his cavern'd ſtore 
The ſordid ſoul, with ſelf-applauſe, remarks 
The kind propenſity ; remarks and ſmiles, | 
And hies with impious haſte to ſpread the ſnare. 
Him we deride, and in our comic ſcenes | 
Contemn the niggard form Moliere has drawn. 
We lothe with juſtice; but alas the pain. | 
To bow the knee before this calf of gold; 
Implore his envious aid, and meet his frown !- 

But tis not Gomes, tis not he whoſe heart 

Is cruſted o'er with droſs, whoſe callous mind 
Is ſenſeleſs as his gold, the flighted muſe 

Intenſely lothes. Tis ſure no equal taſk 

To pardon him, who laviſhes his wealth 

On racer, fox-hound, hawk, or ſpaniel, alt 

But human merit; who with gold effays 
All, but the nobleſt pleaſure, to remove 

The wants of genius, and its ſmiles enjoy. 

- But you, ye titled youths ! whoſe nobler zeal 
Would burniſh o'er your coronets with fame, 
Who liſten pleas'd when poet tunes his lay, 
Permit him not, in diſtant ſolitudes, ; 

To pine, to languiſh out the fleeting hours 5 

Of active youth! then virtue pants for praiſe, 

That ſeaſon unadorn'd, the careleſs bard 

Quits your worn threſhold, and, like honeſt Gay, 

Contemns the niggard boon ye time ſo ill. 

Your favours then, like trophies giv'n the tomb, 

Th' enfranchis'd ſpirit ſoaring not perceives, 

Or ſcorns perceiv'd ; and execrates the ſmile 
| es Which 


U 
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Which bade his vig'rous bloom, to treach'rous. 
DDS. ws 7 

And ſervile cares a prey, expire in vain !\—— 

Two. lawleſs pow'rs, engag'd by mutual hate 

In endleſs war, beneath their flags enroll 1 

The vaſſal world. This avarice is nam'd, 

That luxury; tis true their partial friends 

aſſign them ſofter names; uſurpers both ! 

That ſhare by dint of arms the legal throne 

Of juſt economy ; yet both betray'd 

By fraudful miniſters. The-niggard chief 

Liſt'ning to want, all faithleſs, and prepar'd 

To join each moment in his rival's train, 

His conduct models by the needleſs fears 

The ſlave inſpires; while luxury, a chief 

Of ampleſt faith, to plenty's rule reſigns 


His whole campaign. *Tis Plenty's flatt'ring ſounds 
Ingroſs his ear; tis Plenty's ſmiling form 
Moves ſtill before his eyes. Diſcretion ſtrives, 
But ſtrives in vain, to baniſh from the throne 
The perjur'd minion. He, ſecure of truſt, 

With latent malice to the hoſtile cam | 
Day, night, and hour, his monarch's wealth con-- 

VEL. 4a wks) r | 

© Ye tow'ring minds I ye ſublimated ſouls! 
Who, careleſs of your fortunes, ſeal and fign, 
Than fops take ſauff! whoſe œconomie care 
Your green ſilk purſe engroſſes! eaſy, picas'd, . 
To ſee gold ſparkle thro” the ſubtle folds "oF 
Lovely, as when th' Heſperian fruitage ſmil'd 
Amid the verd'rous grove ! who fondly hope 
Spontaneous harveſts ! harveſts all the year! 
Who ſcatter wealth, as tho' the radiant crop 
Olitter d on ev'ry bough; and ev'ry bou gun 
Like that the Trejan gather d, once avuls' d, 
Were by a ſplendid ſucceſſor ſupply gd 
Inſtant, ſpontaneous | | Wer my lays. 47 
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xo MORAL PIECES. 
For tis not fools, whate'er proyerbial phraſe . 
Have long decreed, that quit with greateſt caſe 
The treaſur'd gold. Of words indeed profuſe, 
Of gold tenacious, their torpeſcent ſoul 
Clenches their coin, and what electral fire 
Shall ſolve the froſty gripe, and. bid it flow ? 
_ *TDis genius, fancy, that to wild expence : 

Of health ! of treaſure ! ſtimulates the ſoul : 
'Theſe, with officious care, and faral art, 


Improve the vinous flavour; theſe the ſmile 


Of Cloe ſoften ; theſe the glare of dreſs 

Illume; the glitt'ring chariot gild anew, 

And add ſtrange wiſdom to the furs of pow'r. 
Alas! that he amid the race of men, 
That he, who thinks of pureſt gold with ſcorn, 
Should with unſated appetite demand, - 

And vainly court the pleafure it procures ! 
When fancy's vivid ſpark impells the foul - 
To ſcorn quotidian ſcenes, to ſpurn the bliſs 
Of vulgar minds, what noſtrum ſhall compoſe 
Its fatal tenſion? in what lonely vale | 
Of balmy med'cine's various field, aſpires 


Tue bleſt refrigerant ? Vain, ah vain the hope 


Of future peace, this orgaſm uncontroll'd! 
Impatient, hence, of all, the frugal mind 
Requires; to eat, to drink, to fleep, to fill 
A cheſt with gold, the ſprightly breaſt demande 

Inceſſant rapture ; life, a tedious load, 

Deny'd its continuity of joy. 

But whence obtain? philoſophy requires 

No laviſh coft; to crown its utmoſt pray's 
Suffice the root: built cell, the ſimple fleece, 

The juicy viand, and the cryſtal ſtream. 

_ Ev'n mild ſtupidity rewards her train RG 
With cheap contentment. | Taſte alone requires 
Entire profuſion ! Days, and nights, and hours 

Thy voice, hydropic fancy! * IS 

| For caſtly draughts, inundant bowls of joy, Ri | 

x” . XI ivers 


x 


Rivers of rich regalement! ſeas of bliſs! ' 
Seas without ſhore ! infinity of ſweets !” ; 
And yet, unleſs ſage reaſon join her hand 
In pleaſure's purchaſe, pleaſure is unfure: 
And yet, unleſs œcomy's conſent 
Legitimate. expence, ſome graceleſs mark, 


> Some ſymptom ill conceal'd, ſhall, foon or late, 


Burſt like a pimple from the vitious tide 
Of acid blood, proctaiming want's diſeaſe, 
Amidſt the bloom of ſhew. The ſcanty ſtream 
Slow-loit'ring in its channel, ſeems to vie 
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With Vaga's depth; but ſhould the ſedgy pow'r- | 


Vain-glorious empty his penurious urn 


O'er the rough rock, how muſt his fellow- ſtreams. 


Deride the tinklings of the boaſtive rill! 
I not aſpire to mark the dubious path 


That leads to wealth, to poets mark'd in vain! 


But ere ſelf-flatt'ry ſoothe the vivid breaſt 
With dreams of fortune near ally'd. to fame, 


Reflect how few, who charm'd the liſt' ning ear 


Of ſatrap or of king, her ſmiles enjoy d! 
Conſider well, what meagre alms repay'd. 
The great Mzonian, fire of tuneful ſong, 
And prototype of all that ſoar d ſublime, 


And left dull cares below; what griefs impell' d. 


The modeſt bard of learn'd Eliza's rei 
To ſwell with tears his Mullua's parent 


And mourn aloud the pang, * to ride, to run, T 


To ſpend, to give, to want, to be undone.” ' 
Why ſhould I tell of Cowley's penfive muſe | ' 
Belov'd in vain? too copious is my themes 


Which of your boaſted race might hope reward 
Like loyal Butler, when the lib ral Charter, © 


The judge of wit, perus'd the ſprightly page 


The poet's paraſite; but learn alone 
| To ſpare the ſcanty boon- the fates decree k 34 
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Poet and rich! tis ſoleciſm extreme! = 
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Tis heighten'd contradiction ! in his frame, 
In ev'ry nerve and fibre of his ſoul, _ 
The latent ſeeds and principles of want 
Has nature wove, and fate confirm'd the clue. 
Nor yet deſpair to ſhun the ruder gripe 
Of penury ; with nice preciſion learn 
A dollar's value. Foremoſt in the page 
That. marks. th' expence ot each revolving year, 
Place inattention. When the luſt of praiſe, 
Or honour's falſe idea, tempts thy ſoul _ 
To light frugality, aſſure thine heart 
| That danger's near. This periſhable coin 
| Is no vain ore. It is thy liberty,..-..., . . 
| It. fetters miſers, but it muſt- alone | | 
Enfranchiſe the:. The world, the cit-like world. 
| Bids thee beware; thy. little craft eſſay; | 
Nor, pidling with a tea-ſpoon's ſlender form, 
See with ſoup-ladles devils gormandiſe. 
i319  - Oeconomy! thou good old aunt, whoſe mien 
j Furrow;d. with age and care the wiſe adore, 
11 The wits contemn ! reſerving {till thy ſtores 
To chear thy friends at laſt! Why with the cit, 
Or bookleſs churl, with each ignoble name, 
Each earthly nature, deign'ſt thau to. refide ? 
| And ſhunning all, who by thy fa vours crown'd 
1 Might glad the world, to ſeek ſome vulgar mind 
19 Inſpiring pride, and ſelſiſh ſhapes of ill! 
== Why with the old, infirm, and impotent, 
115 And childleſs, love to dwell, yet leave the breaſt 
it Of youth, unwarn'd, unguided, uninform'd ? 
Of youth, to whom thy monitory voice 
Were doubly kind? for ſure to youthful eyes 
(How ſhort ſoe er it prove) the road of life 
| Appears protracted ; fair on either fide _ 
= The loves, the graces play, on fortune's child 
js Profuſely ſmiling ;- well might youth effay 
The frugal plan, the lucrative employ, / 
| © Source of their favour all the live- long day. FO 
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But fate aſſents not. Age alone contracts 
His meagre palm, to clench the tempting bane 


Of all his peace, the glitt'ring ſeeds of care 


O chat the muſe's voice might pierce the ear 


Of gen'rous youth ! ! for youth deſerves her age! 


Youth is fair virtue's ſeaſon, virtue then 
Requires the pruner's hand; the ſequent ſtage, 
It barely vegetates; nor long the ſpace 


Ere robb'd of warmth its arid trunk diſplay 
Fell winter's total reign. O lovely ſource 


Of gen'rous foibles, youth | when op'ning minds | | 
Are honeſt as the light, lucid as air, 
As foſt'ring breezes kind, as linnets gay, 4 
Tender as-buds, and laviſh as the ſpring + 
Yet hapleſs ſtate of man ! his earlieſt youth 
Cozens itſelf, his age defrauds mankind. . _ 
Nor deem. it ſtrange that rolling years abrade. 
The ſocial bias. Life 's extenſive page 3 


What does it but unfold repeated proofs 


Of gold's omnipotence ? With patriots, friends, 


Sick ning beneath its ray, enervate, ſome, ,,.., ; |... bes 
And others dead, who 6 putrid name ex oy” 


A noiſome ſcent, the bulky volume teems r 
With kinſmen, brothers, ſons, moiſt'ning the grout 
Or honouring the grave, with ſpecious grief 


Of ſhort duration; ſoon in fortune's beams 
Alert, and wond'fing at the tears they ſhed: _ 
But who: ſhall ſave by tame proſaic ſtrain 


That glowing breaſt, where wil with youth bee 


To ſweeten . The fearful muſe 


Shall yet proceed, tho' by the fainteſt gleam 3 
Of hope n to warn the train the loves.. 2 
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Of deep creation, atoms, ſyſtems, all ! 
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PART TRT SECOND. 


T* ſome dark ſeaſon, when the miſty ſhower 
Obſcures the ſun, and ſaddens all the iky; 


When linnets drop the wing, nor grove nor ſtreams 


Invites thee forth, to ſport thy drooping mule z 


_ Seize the dull hour, nor with regret aſſign 


To worldly prudence. She, nor nice nor coy, 
Accepts the tribute of a joyleſs dayz 

She {miles well pleas'd when wit and mirth recede, 
And not a grace, and not à muſe will hear. 
Then, from majeſtic Maro's awful ſtrain, 

Or tow'ring Homer, let thine eye deſcend 
To trace, with patient induſtry, the page | 
Of income and expence. And oh! beware, 


Thy breaſt, ſelf-flatt'ring, place no courtly ſmile, 
No golden-promife of the faithleſs muſe, 


Nor latent mindwhich fortunes hand may ſhew, 
Amid thy folid ſtore. The ſyren's ſong 
Wrecks not the liſt'ning failor half ſo ſure. 
See by what avenues, what devious paths 
The foot of want, deteſted, ſteals along, 
And bars each fatal paſs. Some few ſhort hours 
Of punctual care, the refuſe of thy year, 
On frugal ſchemes employ'd, ſhall give the muſe 
But if too foon befor the tepid gales. 
Thy reſolution melt; and ardent vous 
In wary hours preferr'd or die forgot, 
Or ſeem the forc'd effect of hazy ſkies; 
Then, ere ſurpriſe, by whoſe impetuous rage 


The maſly fort, with which thy gentler breaſt 


I not compare, is won, the ſong proceeds. 
. Know too by nature's undiminiſh'd law, 
Throughout her realms obey'd, the various parts 


Attract 
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' attract and are attracted ; nor prevalls A law. 
Alone in matter; ſoul alike with ſoul 
Aſpires to join: nor yet in ſouls alone, 

In each idea it imbibes, is founeg I of 
The kind propenſity. And when they meet, £24; 
And grow familiar, various though their tribe, 
Their tempers various, vow-perpetual fait n 
That, ſhould the world's disjointed frame once more 
To chaos yield. the ſway, amid the wreck - 

Their union ſhould farvive';z with Roman warmeh, 
By ſacred: hoſpitable laws endear d,. L 4 
Should each adea.recollect.its friend. 1 
Niere then we fix; on this e ee 
Erect thy ſafety, and defy the ſtorm. 
Let ſoft profuſion's fair idea join 
Her hand with poverty; nor here deſiſt, 
Till, o'er the groupe that forms their various is train, 
Thou fing loud hymeneals. Let the pride 
Of outward ſhew in laſting leagues combine 
With ſhame thread-bare; the gay vermilion face 
Of raſh intemp'rance, be diſcreetly pair d bl 
With ſallow hunger; the licentious Fo, ETIES 
With mean dependence; ev'n the dear delight 
Of ſculpture, paint, intaglios, books, and coins, 
Thy breaſt, ſagacious prudence ! ſhall connect | 
Wich filth and beggary; nor diſdain to link 
With black inſolvency. Thy foul alarm'd 
Shall ſhun the ſyren's voice; nor boldly dare 
To bid the ſoft e ſhare thy breaſt, 
With ſuch a train of horrid fiends conjoin? d. 15 = 
Nor think, ye ſordid:race! ye groveling minds 5 
T frame the ſong for you! for you, the muſe 
Could other rules impart. - The friendly ſtrain Fa 
For gentl:r boſoms plann'd, to yours would 221 
The juice of lurid aconite, exceed 
Whatever Colchgs bore, and in your breaſt 
1 love, and friendſhip all deſtroy/ 
It . thall avail, if &er wy ſtores | 
ee 
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Increaſe apace, by periodic days 
Of annual payment, or thy patron 's Ae ay 


The lean reward of groſs: unbounded praiſe ! 
It much avails, to ſeize the preſent hour, - 
And, undeliberating, call — 2 oh 
'Thy hungry creditors; their horrid rage | 
When once appeas d, the ſmall remaining ſtore 
Shall riſe in weight tenfold, in luſtre riſe, 
As gold improv*'d by many a fierce aflay. 
*Tis thus the frugal huſbandman directs 
q + ay narrow ſtream, if o'er its wonted Rakes 
b- ſudden rains impellꝰd, it proudly ſwell;.. _ 
is timely hand through better tracks — 
The quick - decreaſing tide; erè borne along 
Or through the wild moraſs, or culter'd field, 
Or bladed graſs mature, or barren ads, | 
It flow deſtructive, or it flow in vain! 
But happieſt he who ſanftifies expence 
By preſent pay | who ſubjects not his fame 
To tradeſmens varlets, nor bequeaths his name, 
His honour'd name, to deck the vulgar wage. 
Of baſe mechanic, ſordid, unfincere! 
There haply, while thy muſe  ſublimely ſoars 
Beyond this carthly 7% Ga in heaven's — 
And dreams of nectar and ambroſial ſweets, 
Thy growing debt ſteals unregarded oer 
The punctual record; till nor Phebus —.— 
Nor fage. Minerva's art can aught avail - 
To ſoothe the ruthleſs dun's deteſted rage. | 
Frantic and fell, with many a curſe profane 
He loads the gentle muſe; chen 40 thee down 
To want, femorſe, captivity, and ame. 
Each public place, the glitt ring haunts of men, 
Wich horror fly. Why Ts es near thy bane. ob | 
Why fondly linger-on a hoſtile ſhore . | 
Diſarmd, defenceleſs? why require to "tread 
The Precipice ? or why alas to-breathe 
A MOINEGL'S ſpace, where * derer is . 5 
=” _ ea 
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Death to thy future peace! Away, collect 
Thy diſſipated mind; contract thy train 
Of wild ideas o'er the flow'ry fields 
Of ſhew diffus'd, and ſpeed to ſafer climes. 
Oeconomy preſents her glaſs, accept 
The faithful mirrour; pow'rful to diſcloſe 
A thouſand forms, unſeen by careleſs eyes, 
That plot thy fate. Temptation in a robe 
Of Tyrian dye, with ev'ry ſweet perfum'd, 
Beſets thy ſenſe ; extortion follows cloſe 
Her wanton ſtep; and ruin brings the rear. 
Theſe and the reſt ſhall her myſterious glaſs 
Embody to thy view; like Venus, kind, 
When to her lab'ring ſon, the vengeful pow'rs 
That urg'd the fall of Ilium, ſhe diſplay'd. 
He, not imprudent, at the ſight declin'd 
Th' inequal conflict, and decreed to raiſe 
The Trojan welfare on ſome happier ſhore. 
For here to drain thy ſwelling purſe await 
A thouſand arts, a thouſand frauds attend, 
The cloud wrought canes, the gorgeous ſnuff- 
boxes, | 
The twinkling jewels, and the gold etwee, 
With all its bright inhabitants, ſhall waſte 
Its melting ſtores, and in the dreary void 
Leave not.a doit behind.” Ere yet exhauſt 
Its flimſy folds offend thy penfive eye, | 
Away! emboſom'd deep in diſtant ſhades, 
Nor ſeen nor ſeeing, thou mayſt vent thy ſcorn 
Of lace, embroid'ry, purple, gems, and gold 
There of the farded fop, and effenc'd beau, 
Ferocious with a ſtoic's frown, diſcloſe 
Thy manly ſcorn, averſe to tinſel pomp, 
And fluent thine harangue. But can thy Toul 
Deny thy limbs the radiant grace of n ö 
Where dreſs is merit! Where thy graver friend 
Shall wiſh thee burniſh'd ! where the ſprightly fair 
Demand embelliſhment ! ev'n Delia's eye, 
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As in a garden, roves, of hues alone | 
Inquirent, curious? Fly the curs'd domain; 
Theſe are the realms of luxury and ſhew ; 

No claſſic ſoil, away! the bloomy ſpring 

_ Attracts thee hence; the waning autumn warns; 
Fly to thy native ſhades, and dread ev'n there, 
Leſt buſy fancy tempt thy narrow ſtate 
Beyond its bounds. Obſerve Florelio's mien. 
Why treads my friend with melancholy ſtep 


That beauteous lawn? Why penfive ſtrays his eye 


_ Ofer ſtatues, grottoes, urns, by critic art 

Proportion'd fair? or from his lofty dome 

Bright glitt'ring thro? the grove, returns his eye 

' Unpleas'd, diſconſolate? And is it love, 
Diſaſtrous love, that robs the finiſh'd ſcenes 

Of all their beauty ? cent'ring all in her 

His ſoul adores? or from a blacker cauſe 

Springs this remorſeful gloom ? is conſcious guilt 

The latent ſource of more than love's deſpair ? 

It cannot be within that poliſh'd breaſt 


Where ſcience dwells, that guilt ſhould harbour 


there. 
No! 'tis the ſad ſurvey of preſent want, 
And paſt profuſion !: Loſt to him the ſweets 
Of yon pavilion, fraught with ev'ry charm 
For other eyes; or, if remaining, proofs 
Of criminal-expence! Sweet interchange 
Of river, valley, mountain, woods, and plains ! 
He gladſome once he rang'd your native turf, 
Your ſimple ſcenes, how raptur'd ! ere expence 
Had laviſh'd thouſand ornaments, and taught 
Convenience to perplex him, art to pall, 
Pomp to deject, and beauty to diſpleaſe. 

Oh ! for a ſoul to all the glare of wealth, 
Jo fortune's wide exhauſtleſs treafury, 
Nobly ſuperiour! but let caution guide 
The coy diſpoſal of the wealth we ſcorn, 
And prudence be our almoner! Alas! A 

; - e 
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The pilgrim wand' ring o'er ſome diſtant clime, 
Sworn. De of av'rice | not diſdains to learn 
Its coin's imputed worth ; the deſtin'd means 
To ſmooth his paſſage to the favour'd ſhrine. 
Ah let not us, who tread this ſtranger-world, 
Let none who ſojourn on the realms of life, 
Forget the land is merc'nary; nor waſte 
His fare, e'er landed on no venal ſhore. 
Let never bard conſult Palladio's rules; 
Let never bard, O Burlington] ſurvey - 
Thy learned art, in Chifwick's dome diſplay d; 
Dang'rous incentive ! nor with ling'ring eye 
Survey the window Venice calls her own. 
Better for him, with no ingrateful muſe, 
To ſing a requiem to that gentle foul | 
Who plann'd the ſky-light, which to laviſh bards 
Conveys alone the pure ethereal ray. TS, 
For garrets him, and ſqualid walls await, 
Unleſs, preſageful, from this friendly ſtrain, 
He glean advice, and ſhun the fcribbler's doom. 
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ET once again, and to thy doubtful fate 
The trembling muſe configns thee. Ere con- 
tempt, | 5 
Or wants empoiſon'd arrow, ridicule, 
Transfix thy weak unguarded breaſt, behold ! 
The poet's roofs, the careleſs poet's, his 
Who ſcorns advice, ſhall cloſe my ſerious lay. 
When Gulliver, now great, now little deem'd, 
The play-thing of compariſon, arriv'd * 
Where learned boſoms their aerial ſchemes 
Projected, ſtudious of the public wel? 
Mid theſe, one ſubtler artiſt he deſcry'd, - 
Who cheriſh'd in his Ty tenement 


r 
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The ſpider's web, injurious, to ſupplant 
Fair Albion's fleeces ! Never, never may 
Our monarch on ſuch fatal purpoſe ſmile, 
And irritate Minerva's beggar'd ſons, 
The Melk/bam weavers! Here in ev'ry nook 
Their wefts they ſpun ; here revell'd uncontroll'd, 
And, like the flags from Meſtminſter's high root 
Dependent, here their fluit'ring textures wav'd. 
Such, ſo adorn'd, the cell I mean to ſing 
Cell ever {qualid ! where the ſneerful maid 
Will not fatigue her hand! broom never comes, 
That comes to all! o'er whoſe quieſcent walls. 


Alrachne's unmoleſted care has drawn 


Curtains ſubfuſk, and ſave th' expence of art. 
Survey thoſe walls, in fady texture clad, 
Where wand'ring ſnails in many a flimy path, 
Free, unreſtrain'd their various journies crawl; 

Peregrinations ſtrange, and labyrinths 

Confus'd, inextricable ! ſuch the clue 

Of Cretan Ariadne ne er explain'd! 5 

Hocks! angles! crooks! and involutions wild ! 

Mean time thus filver'd with meanders gay 

In mimic pride the ſnail-wrought tiſſue ſhines, 

Perchauce of tabby, or of aretine, 

Not ill expreſſive] ſuch the pow'r of ſnails! 
Behold his chair, whoſe fractur'd ſeat infirm 

An aged cuſhion hides ! replete with duſt | 

The foliag'd velvet; pleaſing to the eye 

Of great Eliza's reign, but now the ſnare 

Of weary gueſt, that on the ſpecious bed 

Sits down confiding. Ah! difaſtrous wight | 

In evil hour and raſhly doſt thou truſt 

The fraudful couch] for tho? in velvet cas d 

The fated thigh ſhall kiſs the duſty floor. 

The trav'ler thus, that o'er Hibernian plains 

Hath ſhap'd his way, on beds profuſe of flow'rs, 

Cowllip, or primroſe, or the circ'lar eye 


Of 


Of daifie fair, decrees to baſk ſupine. _ 

And ſee! delighted, down he drops, ſecure 

Of ſweet refreſhment, eaſe without annoy, _ 
Or luſcious noon-day nap. Ah much deceiv'd, 


Much ſuff ring pilgrim ! thou nor noon-day nap, 


Nor ſweet repoſe ſhalt find; the falſe morals - 
In quiv'ring undulations yields beneath 
Thy burden, in the miry gulf inclos'd ! ; 
And who would traſt appearance ? caſt thine eye 
Where *mid machines of het'rogeneous form. 

His coat depends ; alas ! his only coat, 

Eldeſt of things! and napleſs, as an heath 

Of ſmall extent by fleecy myriads graz'd. 
Not diff rent have I ſeen in dreary vault 
Diſplay'd, a coffin; on each fable ſide 
The texture unmoleſted ſeems entire. 
Fraudful, when touch'd it glides to duſt away ! 
And leaves the wond'ring ſwain to gape, to ſtare, 
And with expreflive ſhrug, and piteous figh, - 
Declare the fatal force of rolling years, 
Or dire extent of frail mortality. | 
This aged veſture, ſcorn of gazing beaux, 


And formal cits, (themſelves too haply ſcorn'd),. 


Both on its ſleeve and on its ſkirt, retains 

Full many a pin wide-ſparkling : for, if &er_ 
Their well-known creſt. met his delighted eye, 
Tho' wrapt in thought, commercing with the ſky, 
He, gently ſtooping, ſcorn'd not to upraiſe, 
And on each ſleeve, as conſcious of their uſe, 


Indenting fix them; nor, when arm'd with theſe,, 


The cure of rents and feparations dire, 
And chaſms enormous, did he view diſmay'd 


Hedge, bramble, thicket, buſh, portending fate- 


| To breeches, coat, and hoſe ! had any wight. 
Of vulgar ſkill, the tender texture own'd; 
But gave his mind to form a ſonnet quaint 
Of Silvia's ſhoe - ſtring, or of Cle's fan, 
Or ſweetly-faſhion'd tip of Celia's car. 
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Alas ! by frequent uſe decays the force 
Of mortal art! the refractory robe 
Eludes the tailor's art, eludes his own; 
How potent once, in union quaint conjoin'd | 
See near his bed (his bed too falſely call'd 
The place of reſt, while it a bard ſuſtains; _ 
Pale, meagre, muſe-rid wight! who reads in vain 
Narcotic volumes o'er) his candleſtick, | 
Radiant machine, when from the plaſtic hand 
Of Mulciber, the may'r of Birmingham, 
The engine iflu'd ; now alas diſguis d 
By many an unctuous tide, that wand'ring down 
Its fides congeal ; what he, perhaps, eſſays : 
With humour forc'd, and ill-diſſemibled ſmile, 
Idly to liken to the poplar's trunk, „ 
WM hen o'er its bark, the lucid amber, wound 
In many a pleaſing fold, incruſts the tree. 
Or ſuits him more the winter's candy'd thorn, 
When wu each branch, anneal'd, the works of 
Pervaſive, radiant icicles depend ? : 
How fhall I fing the various ill that waits 
Tbe careful ſonneteer? or who can paint 
'The ſhifts enormous, that in vain he forms 
To patch his paneleſs window; to cement 
His batter'd tea-pot, ill-retentive vaſe ? ” 
To war with ruin? anxious to conceal 
Want's fell appearance, of the real ill 
Nor foe, nor fearful. Ruin unforeſeen 
Invades his chattels; ruin will invade ; 
Will claim his whole invention to repair, 
Nor, of the gift, for tuneful ends defign'd, 
Allow one part to decorate his fong. 
While ridicule, with ever-pointing hand 
Conſcious of ev'ry ſhift, of ev'ry ſhift. 
Indicative, his inmoſt plot betrays, 
P ints to the nook, which he his ſtudy calls 


4 Pompous and vain! for thus he might eſteem 
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His cheſt, a wardrobe; purſe, a treaſury; 
And ſhews, to crown her full diſplay, himſelf. 
One whom the pow'rs above, in place of health, 
And wonted vigour; of paternal cot, 
Or little farm; of bag, or ſcrip, or ſtaff, 
Cup, diſh, ſpoon, plate, or worldly utenſil, 
1 A A poet fram'd; yet fram'd not to repine, 
And with the cobler's loftieſt fite his, own ; 
Nor, partial as they ſeem, upbraid the fates, 
Who to the humbler mechaniſm, join'd 
Goods ſo ſuperior, ſuch exalted bliſs! - 
See with what ſeeming eaſe, what labour'd peace 
He, hapleſs hypocrite ! refines his nail, 5 
His chief amuſement ! then how feign'd, how forc'd, 
That care-defying ſonnet, which implies | 
His debts diſcharg'd, and he of half a crown 
In full poſſeſſion, unconteſted right _ 
And property ! Yet ah! whoe'er this wight 
5  Admiring view, if ſuch there be, diſtruſt | 
| The vain pretence; the ſmiles that harbour grief, 
As lurks the ſerpent deep in flow'rs enwreath'd. 
Forewarn'd, be frugal; or with prudent rage 
Thy pen demoliſh ; chuſe the truſtier flail, 
And bleſs thoſe labours which the choice inſpir d. 
But if thou view'ſt a vulgar mind, a wight 
Of common ſenſe, who ſeeks no brighter name, 
Him envy, him admire, him, from thy breaſt, 


- 


Preſcient of future dignities, ſalute 
Sheriff, or may'r, in comfortable furs 
Enwrapt, ſecure: nor yet the laurear's crown _ 
In thought exclude him ! He perchance ſhall riſe 
To nobler heights than foreſight can decree. _ 
When fir'd with wrath, for his intrigues difplay'd 
In many an idle ſong, Saturnian obe ; 
Vow'd ſure deſtruction to the tuneful race; f 
Appeas'd by ſuppliant Phebus, ** Bards,” he ſaid, 
_ © Henceforth of plenty, wealth, and pomp —_— 
198 | . 
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But fed by frugal cares, might wear the bay 


Secure of thunder. — Low the Delian bow'd, 
Nor at th' invidious favour dar'd repine. 
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The Errrcrs of SUPERSTITION. 


A T length fair peace with olive crown'd regains 
Her lawful throne, and to the ſacred haunts 
Of wood or fount the frighted muſe returns. 
Happy the bard, who from his native hills, 
Soft muſing on a ſummer's eve, ſurveys 
His azure ſtream, with penſile woods inclos'd ! 
Or o'er the glaſſy ſurface, with his friend, 
Or faithful Für, through bord'ring willows green 
Wafts his ſmall frigate. Fearleſs he of ſhouts, 
Or taunts, the rhetoric of the wat'ry crew _ 
That ape confuſion from the realms they rule! 
| Fearleſs of theſe ; who ſhares the gentler voice 
Of peace and muſic; birds of ſweeteſt ſong 
Attune from native boughs their various lay, 
And cheer the foreſt; birds of brighter plume 
Wich buſy pinion ſkim the glitt'ring wave, 
And tempt the ſun; ambitious to diſplay 
Their ſev'ral merit, while the vocal flute, 
Or number d verſe, by female voice endear'd, 
Crowns his delight, and mollifies the ſcene. 
Tf ſolitude his wand'ring ſteps invite 
To ſome more deep receſs (for hours there =o. 
n 
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When gay, when ſocial minds to friendſhip's yoice, 
Or beauty's charm, her wild abodes prefer); 
How pleas'd he treads her venerable ſhades, 
Her ſolemn courts! the centre of the grove! TEE 
E The root built cave, by far extended rocks 
Around emboſom'd, how it ſoothes the ſoul? 
If ſcoop'd at firſt by ſuperſtitious hands 
The rugged cell receiv'd alone the ſhoals 
Of bigot-minds, religion dwells not here, 
Yet virtue pleas'd, at intervals, retires: 
Yet here may wiſdom, as ſhe walks the maze, 
Some ferious truths collect, the rules of life, 
And ſerious truths of mightier weight than gold! 
I aſk not wealth; but let me hoard with care, 
With frugal cunning, with a niggard's art, 100 
A few fix'd principles; in early life, N = 
Ere indolence impede the ſearch, 1 "nd 
Then like old Latimer, when a —_—— | 
My judgment's eye, when quib ing ſc Lhogls attack 
My grounded hope, or ſubtler wits deride. 
Will I not bluſh to ſhun the vain debate 
And this mine anſwer, Thus, twas thus I thought. - | 
« My mind yet vigorous, and my ſoul entire; 
„Thus will I think, averſe to liſten more 
“To intricate diſcuſſion, prone to ſtray. 
Perhaps my reafon may but ill defend F 
“ My ſettled faith; my mind, with age impair'd, 
« Too ſure its own infirmities declare. | 
© ButT am arm'd by caution, ſtudious youth, 
« And early foreſight; now the winds may riſe, 
«© The tempeſt whiſtle, and the billows roar 3 
„My pinnace rides in port, defpoiFd and worn. 
© Shatter'd by time and ſtorms, but while it ſhuns 
« Th unequal conflict, and declines the deep, my 
<« Sees the ſtrong veſſel fluctuate leſs ſecure.” = 
Thus while he ſtrays, a thouſand rural ſcenes WM 
Sugge en, and W pleaſe. 1 
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And ſee , betwixt the grove 's extended arms, 
An abby's rude remains attract thy view, 
Gilt by the mid-day tun: with ling'ring gy 
Produce thine axe, (for, aiming to deſtroy 
Tree, branch, or ſhade, for never ſhall thy breaſt 
Too long deliberate), with tim'rous hand | 
Remove th? obſtructive bough; nor yet refuſe, 
Tho! ſighing to deſtroy that fav'rite pine, 
Rais'd by thine hand, in its luxuriant prime 
Of beauty fair, that ſcreens the vaſt remains. 
Aggriev'd, but conſtant as the Roman fire, 
The rigid Manlius, when his conqu'ring ſon 
Bled by a parent's voice; the cruel meed 
Of virtuous ardour, timeleſsly diſplay'd 
Nor ceaſe till, thro' the gloomy road, the pile 
Gleam unobſtructed; thither oft thine eye 
Shall ſweetly wander; thence returning, ſoothe 
With penſive ſcenes thy philoſophic mind. 
- Theſe were thy haunts, thy opulent abodes, 
5 ſuperſtition ! hence the dire diſeaſe 
_- (Balanc'd with which the fam'd Athenian peſt 
Were a ſhort head-ach, were the trivial pain 
Of tranſient indigeſtion) ſeiz'd mankind. 
Long time the rag'd, and ſcarce a ſouthern gale 
Warm' d our chill air, unloaded with the threats 
Of tyrant Rome; but futile all, till ge, 
Rome's abler legate, magnify'd their power, 
And in a thouſand horrid forms attir'd. 
- Where then was truth, to ſanctity the page 
Of Britiſb annals ? if a foe expir'd, 
The perjur'd monk ſuborn'd infernal ſhrieks, 
And tiends to ſnatch at the departing foul 
With helliſh emulation. If a friend, 
High o'er his roof exultant angels tune 
Their golden lyres, and waft him to the ſkies. 
What then were vows, were oaths, were — 
ed faith? © | 


The ſov'reign's Juit, the ſubjeR's loyal pact. 
| To 
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To cheriſh mutual good, annull'd and vain, 
By Roman magic, grew an idle ſcroll, 
Ere the frail ſanction of the wax was cold. 
With thee, * Plantagenet, from civil broiis 
The land a while reſpir'd, and all was peace, 
Then Becket roſe, and impotent of mind, 
From regal courts with lawleſs fury march'd 
The church's blood-ſtain'd convicts, and forgave ! 
Bid murd'rous prieſts the ſov'reign frown contemn, 
And with unhallow'd crofier bruis'd the crown. 
Yet yielded not ſupinely tame a prince 15 
Of Henry's virtues; learn'd, courageous, wile, 
Of fair ambition. Long his regal ſoul _ 
Firm and erect the peeviſn prieſt exil'd, 
And brav d the fury of revengeful Rome. 
In vain J let one faint malady diffuſe 
The penſive gloom which Superſtition loves, 
And ſee him, dwindled to a recreant groom, 
Rein the proud palfrey, while the prieſt aſcends! 
Was + Coeur de- lion bleſs d with whiter days? 
Hear the cowl'd zealots with united cries | 
Urged the cruſade; and fee, of half his ſtores 
Defoil'd the wretch, whoſe wiſer boſom choſe 
To bieſs his friends, his race, his native land. 
Of ten fair ſuns that roll'd their annual race 
Not one beheld him on his vacant throne : 
While haughty f Longchamp, mid his liv'ry'd files 
Of wanton vaſſals, ſpoil'd his faithful realm; 
Battling in foreign fields; collecting wide 
A laurel-harveſt for a pillag'd land. 
Oh dear-bought trophies ! when a prince deſerts 
His drooping realm, to pluck the barren ſprays ! 
When faithlcſs John uſurp'd the ſully'd crown, 
What ample tyranny ! the groaning land _ 


Henry II. I Nebard I. b 
} Biſhop of Ehy, Lord Chancellor. 
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Deem'd earth, deem'd heav'n its foe | fix tedious | 
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Our helpleſs fathers in deſpair obey'd 
The papal interdict; and who obey d, 


The ſov'reign plunder'd. O inglorious days 


When the French tyrant, by the futile grant 
Of papal reſcript, claim'd Britannia's throne, 
And durſt invade ; be ſuch inglorious days 
Or hence forgot, or not recall'd in vain! 
Scarce had the tortur'd ear dejected heard 
Rome's loud anathema, but heartleſs, dead 
To ev'ry purpoſe, men nor wiſh'd to live, 
Nor dar'd to die, The poor laborious hind 


Heard the dire curſe, and from his trembling hand 
Fell the neglected crook, that rul'd the plain. 


Thence journeying home, in ev'ry cloud he ſees 
A. vengeful angel, in whoſe waving ſcroll 
He reads damnation; ſees its fable train 


Of grim attendants, pencil'd by deſpair !_ 


The weary pilgrim from remoter climes 
By painful ſteps arriv'd; his home, his friends, 
His offspring left, to laviſh on the ſhrine 
Of ſome far honour'd faint his coſtly ſtores, _ 
Inverts his footſtep; ſickens at the ſight 
Of the barr'd fane, and ſilent ſheds his tear. 


The wretch whoſe hope by ſtern oppreſſion chas'd 


From ev'ry earthly bliſs, {till as it ſaw 


Triumphant wrong, tobòk wing aud flew to heav'n, 


And reſted' there, now mourn'd his refuge loſt - 
And wonted peace. The ſacred fane was barr'd, 
And the lone altar, where the' mourners throng'd 
To ſupplicate remiſſion, ſmok'd no more; | 
While the green weed, luxuriant round uproſe. 


Some from their death-bed; whoſe delirious faith 


Thro' ev'ry ſtage of life to Rome's decrees 
Obſequious, humbly hop'd to die in peace, 


| Now ſaw the ghaſtly king approach, begirt 
In tenfold terrors; now expiring heard 


The 
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The laſt loud clarion ſound, and heav'n's decree 
With unremitting vengeance bar the ſkies. 
Nor light the grief by ſuperſtition weigh'd, 
That their diſhonour'd corſe, ſhut from the verge 
Of hallow'd earth, or tutelary fane, „„ 
Muſt fleep with brutes their vaſſals, on the field; 
Unneath ſome path, in marle unexorciſed! 
No ſolemn bell extort a neigbbour's tear! > 
No tongue of prieſt pronounce their ſoul ſecure! 
Nor fondeſt friend aſſure their peace obtain'd! . 
The prieſt! alas fo boundleſs was the ill! 
He, like the flock he pillag'd, pin'd torlorng | 
The vivid vermeil fled his fady cheek, 
And his big paunch, diſtended with the ſpoils 
Of half his lock ; emaciate, groan'd beneath 
Superior pride, and mightier luſt of pow'r ! 
Twas now Rome's fondeſt friend, whoſe meagre © 
Told to the midnight lamp his holy beads _ 25, 
With nice preciſion, felt the deeper wound 
As his gull'd ſoul rever'd the conclave more. 
Wihom did the ruin ſpare ? for wealth, for pow'r, 
Birth, honour, virtue, enemy, and friend, 
Sunk helpleſs in the dreary gulf involv'd; 


And one capricious curſe envelop'd all 
Were kings ſecure? in tow'ring ſtations born, 
In flatt'ry nurs'd, inur'd to ſcorn mankind, 
= Or view diminiſh'd from their fite ſublime z 


As when a ſhepherd, from the lofry brow 
Df ſome proud cliff furveys his leſs ning flock 
Ho In ſnowy groups diffufive, 1cud the vale. 
A while the furious menace John return'd, 
And breath'd defiance loud. Alas! roo ſoon 
Allegiance fick'ning faw its ſov'reign yield, 
An angry prey to ſcruples not his own. 
Ikbe loyal ſoldier, girt around with ſtrength, - 
Who ſtole from mirth and wine his blooming years, 
And ſeiz'd the fauchion, reſolute to guard 
| | | | His 
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His ſov'reign's right, impalſy d at the news, 
Finds the firm bias of his ſoul revers'd | nn | 
For foul deſertion; drops the lifted ſteel, 


And quits fame's noble harveſt, to expire 
The death of monks, of ſurfeit, and of ſloth ! 

At length fatigu'd with wrongs the ſervile king 
Drain'd from his land its ſmall remaining ſtores 
To buy remiſſion. But could theſe obtain ? 
No! reſolute in wrongs, the prieſt obdur'd ; 
Till crawling baſe to Rome's deputed flave, 

His fame, his people, and his crown he gave. 
Mean monarch ! lighted, brav'd, abhorr'd before! 

And now, appeas'd by delegated ſway, 
The wily pontiff ſcorns not to recall 
His interdictions. Now the ſacred doors 
Admit repentant multitudes, prepar'd 
Jo buy deceit; admit obſequious tribes 
Of ſatraps! princes !] crawling to the ſhrine - 

Of ſainted villany ! the pompous tomb 
Dazzling with gems and gold, or in a cloud 
Of incenſe wreath'd, amidſt a drooping land 
That figh'd for bread ! *Tis thus the Indian clove 
Diſplays its verdant leaf, its crimſon flow'r, 
And ſheds its odours; while the flocks around 
Hungry and faint the barren ſands explore 
In vain! nor plant nor herb endears the ſoil ; 
Drain'd and exhauſt to ſwell its thirſty pores, 
And furniſh luxury—Yet, yet in vain 
Britamia ſtrove 3 and whether artful Rome 
Careſs'd or curs'd her, Superſtition rag'd, 
| And blinded, fetter'd, and deſpoil'd the land. 
_ At length ſome murd'rous monk, with pois nous 
art | 
Expell'd the life his brethren robb'd of peace. 
Nor yet furceas'd with John's diſaſtrous fate 
Pontific fury! Engliſh wealth exhauſt, 
The ſequent reign * beheld che beggar'd ſhore 
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Grim with 7alian uſurers; prepar'd 
To lend for griping unexampled hire, : 
To lend —what Rome might pillage uncontroll'd. 
For now with more extenſive havock rag'd 
Relentleſs Greg'ry, with a thouſand arts, FS 
And each rapacious, born to drain the world ! 
Nor ſhall the muſe repeat, how oft he blew _ 
The croiſe'strumpet ; then for ſums of gold 
Annull'd the vow, and bade the falſe alarm 
Swell the groſs hoards of Henry, or his own. 
| Nor ſhall ſhe tell, how pontitts dar'd repeal 
! The beſt of charters ! dar'd abſolve the tie 
Of Britiſh kings by legal oath reſtrain d. 
Nor can ſhe dwell on argoſies of gold 
From Albion's realm to ſervile ſhores convey'd, 
Wrung from her ſons, and ſpeeded by her kings ! © 
Oh irkſome days! when wicked thrones combine 
With papal craft, to gull their native land! __ 
Such was our fate, while Rome's director taught. 
Of ſubjects, born to be their monarch's prey, | 
To toil for monks, for gluttony to toil, 
For vacant gluttony, extortion; fraud, 
For av'rice, envy, pride, revenge, and ſhame! 
O doctrine breath'd from Stygian caves ! exhal'd 
From inmoſt Erebus Such Henry's reign! 
Urging his loyal realms reluctant hand 
To wield the peaceful ſword, by John erewhile 
Forc'd from its ſcabbard ; and with burniſh'd lance 
Eſſay the ſavage cure, domeſtic war! | 
And now ſome nobler ſpirits chas'd the miſt 
Of gen'ral darkneis. Gro/ted * now adorn'd 
The mitred wreath he wore, with reaſon's ſword 
Stagg' ring deluſion's frauds ; at length beneath 
Rome's interdict expiring calm, refiga'd 2 
No vulgar ſoul that dar'd to heav'n appeal! 
Hut ah this fertile glebe, this fair domain 


* Bihop of Lincoln, called, Malleus Romanor un | 
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Had well nigh ceded to the flothful hands. 1 
Of monks libidinous; ere Edward's care 4 
The laviſh hand of death - bed fear reſtrain'd. 1 
Yet was he clear of ſuperſtition's taint 1 
He too, miſdeemful of his wholeſome law, ( 
Ev'n he, expiring, gave his treaſur'd gold 

To faiten monks. on Salem's diſtant toil ! 

Yes, the third Edward's breaſt, to papal ſway 


Could ſuperſtition quell | before the tow'rs 
Of haggard Paris, at the thunder's voice 


Fe drops the ſword, and ſigns ignoble peace! 


| Let looſe the rage of bigots on their foes, 


] 
5 
So little prone, and fierce in honour's cauſe, 6 
a 
f 
] 


But ſtill the night by Romiſb art diftus'd | 
Collects her clouds, and with {low pace recedes. 
When by ſoft Bourdeau's braver queen approv'd, a 
Bold Wickliff roſe; and while the bigot pow'r Mm 
Amidſt her native darkneſs ſculk'd ſecure, f 
The demon vaniſh'd as he fpread the day. | 2 
So from his boſom Cacus breath'd-of old | ; 
The pitchy cloud, and in a night of ſmoke 
Secure a while his recreant life ſuſtain'd 
Till fam'd Alcides, o'er his ſubtleſt wiles 
Victorious, cheer'd the ravag'd nations round. 4 
Hail honour'd Wickhiff ! enterpriſing ſage ! 
An Epicurus in the caule of truth ! 
For 'tis not radiant ſuns, the jovial hours 
Of youthful ſpring, an ether all ſerene, 
Nor all the verdure of Campania's vales, 
Can chaſe religious gloom ! *Tis reaſon, thought, 
The light, the radiance that pervades the ſoul, 
And ſheds its beams on heav'n's myſterious way! 
As yet this light but glimmer'd, and again 
Error prevail' d; while kings by force uprais'd, 


And ſeek affection by the dreadful boon 
Of licens'd murder. Ev'n the kindeſt prince, 
The moſt extended breaſt, the royal Hal! 
All unrelenting heard the Lallards cry 


Burſt 
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Burſt from the centre of remorſeleſs flames; 
Their ſhrieks endur'd ! Oh ftain to martial praiſe | 
When Cobham, gen'rous as the noble peer 
That wears his honours, paid the fatal price 
Of virtue blooming ere the ſtorms were laid! 
'Twas thus, alternate, truth's precarious flame 
Decay'd or flouriſh'd. With malignant eye 
The pontiff ſaw Britannia's golden fleece, 
Once all his own, inveſt her worthier ſons ! 
Her verdant valleys, and her fertile plains, 
Yellow with grain, abjure his hateful ſway ! 
Eſſay d his utmoſt art, and inly own'd 
No labours bore proportion to the prize. 7 
So when the tempter view'd, with envious eye,. 
The firſt fair pattern of the female frame, 
All nature's beauties in one form diſplay'd, 
And cent'ring there, in wild amaze he ſtood; 
Then only envying Heav'n's creative hand: 
Wiſh'd to his gloomy reign his envious arts 
Might win this prize, and doubled ev'ry ſnare. 
And vain were reaſon, courage, learning, all, 
Till pow'r accede: till Tudor's wild caprice | 
Smile on their cauſe; Tudor, whoſe tyrant reign. 
With mental freedom crown'd, the beſt of kings 
Might envious view, and ill prefer their own! 
Then Wolſey roſe, by nature form'd to ſeek 
Ambition's trophies, by addreſs to win, 
By temper to.enjoy—whoſe humbler birth . 
Taught the gay ſcenes of pomp: to dazzle more. 
Then from its tow'ring height with horrid ſound*® 
Ruſh'd the proud abby. Then the vaulted roofs, 
Torn from their walls, diſclos'd the wanton ſcene . 
Of monkiſh chaſtity ! Each angry friar - 
Crawl'd from his bedded ftrumpet, mutt'ring low- 
An ineffectual curſe. The pervious nooks » 
That, ages paſt, convey'd the guileful prieſt. 
To play ſome image on the gaping croud, 
Inbibe the novel day-light; and expole 
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Obvious, the fraudful engin'ry of Rome. 

As though this op'ning earth to nether realms 

Should flaſh meridian day, the hooded race 

Shudder abaſh'd to find their cheats diſplay'd ; 
And conſcious of their guilt, and pleas'd to wave 

Its fearful meed, reſign'd their fair domain. 

Nor yet ſupine, nor void of rage, retir'd 

The peſt gigantic ; whoſe revengeful ſtroke 

Ting'd the red annals of Maria's reign. 


When from the tend'reſt breaſt, each wayward prieſt 
Could banifh mercy, and implant a fiend! 
When cruelty the fun'ral pyre uprear'd, 

And bound religion there, and fir'd the baſe! 
When the ſame blaze, which on each tortur'd limb. 
Fed with luxuriant rage, in ev'ry face ä 
Triumphant faith appear'd, and ſmiling hope. 

O bleſs'd Eliza! from thy piercing beam 

Forth flew this hated fiend, the child of Rome; 
Driv'n to the verge of Albion, linger'd there, 
Then with her James receding, caſt behind 

One angry frown, and ſought more ſervile climes. 
Henceforth they ply'd the long-continu'd tafk 

Of righteous havock, cov'ring diſtant fields 
With the wrought remnants of the ſhatter'd pile. 
While through the land the mufing pilgrim ſees 
A track of brighter green, and in the midſt 
Appears a mould'ring wall, with ivy crown'd; 

Or Gothic turret, pride of ancient days ! 

Now but of uſe to grace a rural ſcene; 

To bound our viſtas, and to glad the ſons 

Of George's reign, reſerv d for fairer times} 
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Sed neque Medorum filve, ditifſima terra 
Nec pulcher Ganges, atque auro turbidus Hæmus, 
Laudibus Angligenum certent': non Bactra, nec Indi, 
Totaque thuriferts Panchaia pinguis arents. 
13 the green olive glad Heſperian ſhores; 
Her tawny citron, and her orange-groves, 
Theſe let Iberia boaſt; but if in vain, 5 
To win the ſtranger plant's diffuſive ſmile, 
Tbe Briton labours, yet our native minds, 
Our conſtant boſoms, theſe the dazzled world 
May view with en vy; theſe Iberian dames 
Survey with fix'd eſteem and fond defire; 

Hapleſs Elvira ! thy diſaſtrous fate 
May well this truth explain; nor ill adorn 


The Britiſb lyre; then chiefly, if the muſe, 


Nor vain, nor partial, from the ſimple guiſe 

Of ancient record catch the penſive lay; 

And in leſs grov'ling accents give to fame. 

Elvira ! lovelieſt maid ! th* Berian realm 

Could boaſt no purer breaſt, no ſprightlier mind, 

No race more ſplendent, and no form fo fair. 

Such was the chance of war, this peerleſs maid 

In life's luxuriant bloom, enrich'd the ſpoil 

Of Britiſb victors, vict'ry's nobleſt pride! 

She, ſhe alone, amid the wailful train, 

Of captive maids, aſſign'd to Henry's care; 

Lord of her life, her fortune, and her fame 
He, gen'rous youth, with no penurious hand, 

The tedious moments that unjoyous roll! 
Where freedom's cheerful radiance ſhines no more; 

Eſſay'd to ſoften; conſcious of the pang 5 
That beauty feels, to waſte its fleeting hours _ 
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In ſome dim fort, by foreign rule reſtrain'd, 
Far from the haunts of men, or eye of day! 

Sometimes, to cheat her boſom of its ca res 
Her kind protector number'd o'er the toils © 
Himſelf had worn: the frowns of angry ſeas, 
Or hoſtile rage, or faithleſs friend, more fell 
Than ſtorm or foe : if haply ſhe might find | 
Her cares diminiſh'd ; fruitleſs fond eſſay! 
Now to her lovely hand, with modeſt awe 
The tender lute he gave: ſhe not averſe 
Nor deſtitute of ſkill, with willing hand 

CalFd forth angelic ſtrains; the ſacred debt 
Of gratitude, ſhe ſaid ; whoſe juſt commands 

Still might her hand with equal pride obey ! 
Nor to the melting ſounds the nymph refus'd. 
Her vocal art ; harmonious, as the ſtrain 
Of ſome impriſon'd lark, who daily cheer'd 
= guardian cares, repays them with a ſong: 

or droops, nor deems ſweet liberty reſign d. 
The ſong, not artleſs, had ſhe fram'd to paint 
Diſaſtrous paſſion z; how, by tyrant laws 
Of idiot cuſtom ſway'd, ſome ſoft-ey'd fair 
Lov'd only one; nor dar'd that love reveal! 
How the {fe anguiſh baniſh'd from her cheek 
The damaſk roſe full-blown ; a fever came, 
And from her boſom forc'd the plaintive tale. 
Then, ſwift as light, he ſought the love-lorn maid, 
But vainly ſought her; torn by ſwifter fate 
To join the tenants of the myrtle ſhade, 
Love's mournful victims on hy pains below. 

Sometimes, as fancy ſpoke the pleaſing taſk, 

She taught her artful needle to diſplay 
The various pride of ſpring z then ſwift upſprung - 
Thickets of myrtle, eglantine, and roſe : 
There might you ſee, on gentle toils intent, 
A train of buly loves; ſome pluck the flow'r, 
Some twine the garland, ſome with grave grimace 
Around a vacant. warriqur caſt the wreath. - 
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Tuns paint, 'was life! and ſure to piercing eyes 

The warriour's face depictur'd Henry's mien. 
Now had the gen'rous chief with joy perus d 

The royal ſcroll, which to their narive home, 

Their ancient rights, uninjur'd, unredeem'd, 

Reſtor'd the captives. Forth with rapid haſte 

To glad his fair Elvira's ear, he ſprung; 

Fir'd by the blifs he panted to convey; 

But fir'd in vain} ah ! what, was his amaze, 

His fond diſtreſs, when o'er her pallid face 

Dejection reign'd, and from her lifeleſs hand 

Down dropt the myrtle's fair unfiniſh'd flow'r 

Well ſhe ſtood; at length with accents faint, 


Well may my native ſhore,” ſhe ſaid, © refound. 


„Thy monarch's praiſe; and ere Elvira prove 
«© Of thine forgetful, flow'rs ſhall ceaſe to feel 


The foſt'ring breeze, and nature change her laws. 


And now the grateful edi& wide alarm'd 
The Britiſh hoſt. Around the ſmiling youths 
Call'd to their native ſcenes, with willing haſte 
Their fleet unmoor z impatient of the love 
That weds each boſom to its native foil. 
The patriot paſſion ! ſtrong in ev'fy clime, 
How juſtly theirs, who find no foreign ſweets. 
To diſſipate their loves, or match their own. 
Not fo Elvira ! ſhe, diſaſtrous maid, 
Was doubly captive ! pow'r nor chance could loofs 
The ſabtle — ; ſhe lov'd her gen'rous foe. 
She, where her. Henry dwelt, her Henry ſmil'd, 
Could term her native ſhore; her native ſhore 
By him deſerted, ſome unfriendly ſtrand, 
Strange, bleak, forlorn ! a deſert waſte and wild. 
The fleet careen' d, the wind propitious fill'd 
The ſwelling ſails, che glitt' ring tranſports wav d 
Their pennants gay, and halcyons azure wing 
With flight auſpicious ſkimm'd the placid main. 


On her lone 1 AN tears Eluira 8 | 
And 
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And chid th' officious wind, the tempting ſea, 
And wiſh'd a ſtorm-as mercileſs, as tore + 
Her lab'ring boſom. Fondly now ſhe ſtrove 

To baniſh. paſſion ;. now the vaſſal days, 

The captive moments that ſo ſmoothly paſt, 

By many an art recall'd ; now from her lute 


With trembling fingers calld the fav'rite ſounds. = 


Which Henry deign'd to praiſe; and now effay'd. 
With mimic chains of ſilken fillets wove 

To paint her captive ſtate; if any fraud 

Might to her love the pleaſing ſcenes prolong, 
And with the dear idea feaſt the ſoul. 


But now the chief return'd ; prepar'd to launch. 


On ocean's willing breaſt, and bid adieu 
To his fair pris'ner. She, foon as ſhe heard. 
His hated errand, now no more conceal'd 
The raging flame; but with a ſpreading bluſh, 
And riſing ſigh, the latent pang diſclos c. 
« Yes, gen'rous youth ! I ſee thy boſom glow- 

With virtuous tranſport, that the taſk is thine 

To ſolve my chains; and to my weeping friends, 
And ev'ry longing relative, reſtore | 
A ſoft-ey'd maid, a mild offenceleſs prey! 

But know, my ſoldier, never youthful mind, 
Torn from the laviſh joys of wild expence 
By him he loth'd, and in a dungeon bound 
To languiſh out his bloom, could catch the pains. 
This ill-ſtarr'd freedom gives my tortur'd mind. 
What call I freedom? is it that theſe limbs 
From rigid bolts ſecure, may wander far 
From him I love? Alas, ere I may. boaſt: 
That ſacred blefling, ſome ſuperiour pow'r 
To mortal kings, to ſublunary thrones, 
Muſt looſe my paſſion, muſt unchain my ſoul. 
Ev'n that I lothe ; all liberty I lothe ! _ 
But moſt the joyleſs privilege to gaze 
With cold indifference, where deſert is love. 

True, I was born an alien to thoſe eyes 
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J aſk alone to pleaſe ; my fortune's crime 
And ah! this flatter'd form, by dreſs endear'd 
To Spaniſh eyes, by dreſs may thine offend, 

Whilſt I, ill-fated maid ! ordain'd to ſtrive 1 
With cuſtom's load, beneath its weight expire. 
Yet Henry's beauties knew in foreign garb 

To vanquiſh me; his form, howe'er diſguis'd, 

To me were fatal! no fantaſtic robe 
That e'er caprice invented, cuſtom wore, 

Or folly ſmil'd on, could eclipſe thy charms. 

Perhaps by birth decreed, by fortune plac'd 
Thy country's foe, Elvira's warmeſt plea, 

Seems but the ſubtler accent fraud inſpires; 

My tend'reſt glances, but the ſpecious flow'rs - 
That ſhade the viper while ſhe plots her wound. 
And can the trembling candidate of love 
Awake thy fears? and can a female breaſt 

By ties of grateful duty bound, enſnare ? 

Is there no brighter mien, no fofter ſmile 

For love to wear, to dark deceit unknown ? 
Heav'n ſearch my ſoul, and if through all its cells 
Lurk the pernicious drop of pois'nous guile 

Full on my fenceleſs head its phial'd wrath 
May fate exhauſt; and for my happieſt hour 
Exalt the vengeance I prepare for thee! | 
Ah me! nor Henry's, nor his country's foe, 

Bs thee I gaz'd, andreaſon ſoon diſpell'd 
im error's gloom, and to thy favour'd iſle _ 

Aſſign'd its total merit, unreſtrain'd. 

Oh! lovely region to the candid eye! 

_*Twas there my fancy ſaw the virtues dwell, 
The loves, the graces play; and bleſs'd the ſoil 
That nurtur'd thee ! for Fes the virtue's form'd _ 
Thy gen'rous breaſt; the loves, the graces plann'd 
Thy ſhapely limbs. Relation, birth eſſay'd 
Their partial pow'r in vain : again I gaz d, 
And Albion's iſle appear'd amidſt a track 

Of ſavage waſtes, the darling of the ſkies ! 
# 


And 


And thoy by nature form'd, by fate aflign'd 
To paint the genius of thy native ſhoxe. 


'Tis true, with flow'rs, with many a dazuzling 


ſcene 
Of burniſh' d plants, to lure a female eye, 
Iberia glows ; but ab ! the genial fun, 


That gilds the lemon's fruit, or ſcents the flow'r, 


On Spaniſh minds, a nation's nobler boaſt ! 
Beams forth ungentle influences, There 
Sits jealouſy enthron'd, and at each ray 
Exultant lights his ſlow conſuming fires. 
Not ſuch thy charming region; long before 
My ſweet experience taught me to decide 


Of Engliſh worth, the ſound had pleas'd mine ear. 


Is there that ſavage coaft, that rude ſojourn 


Stranger to Brit iſb worth? the worth which forms 


The kindeſt friends, the moſt tremendous foes; 
Firſt, beſt ſupports of liberty and love 

No, let ſubjected India, while the throws 
O'er Spanz/h deeds the veil, your praiſe reſound. 
Long as I heard, or ere in ſtory read 
Of Engliſb fame, my biaſs'd partial breaſt 
With'd them ſucceſs, and happieſt ſhe, I cry'd, 


Of woman happieſt the, who ſhares the love, 


The fame, the virtues of an Eng/iſb lord. 

And now what ſhall I ſay ? bleſs'd be the hour 

_ Your fair built veſſels touch'd th' 1herian ſhores ; 
Blefs'd did I ſay the time? if I may bleſs 

That lov'd event, let Henry's ſmiles declare. 

Our hearts and cities won, will Henry's youth. 

Forego its nobler conqueſt? will he flight 

The foft endearments of the lovelier ſpoil ? 

And yet Heria's ſons, with ev'ry vow bn 


Of laſting faith, have ſworn theſe humble charms 


Were not excell'd ; the ſource of all their pains, 

And love her juſt deſert, who ſues for love; 

But ſues to thee, while natives ſigh in vain. 
Perhaps in Henry's eye (for vulgar minds 
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Diſſent from his) it ſpreads an hateful ſtain 
On honeſt fame, amid his train to bear _ 
A female friend. Then learn, my gentle youth! 
Not Love himſeif, with all the pointed pains  _ 
That ſtore his quiver, ſhall ſeduce my ſoul "oo 
From honour's laws. Elvira once deny'd 
A conſort's name, more ſwift than light'ning flies, 
When elements diſcordant vex the ſky, 
Shall bluſhing from the form ſhe loves retire. 
Yet if the 3 wiſh the vulgar voice 
Has titled prudence, ſways a ſoul like thine, 
In gems or gold what proud Jherian dame 
Eclipſes me? nor paint the dreary ſtorms 
Or hair-breadth ſcapes that haunt the boundlefs 
deep, | | 
And 8 tender eyes the ſilent tear; 
When mem'ry to the penſive maid ſuggeſts 
In full contraſt, the ſafe domeſtic ſcene 5 | | 
For theſe reſign d. Beyond the frantic rage \ 
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Of conqu'ring heroes brave, the female mind. q 
When ſteel'd by love, in love's moſt horrid way A 
Beliolds not danger, or beholding ſcorns. : i 
Heav'n take my life, but let it crown my love. 1 
She ceas'd, and ere his words her fate decreed, ky 
Impatient, watch'd the language of his eye: 0 
There pity dwelt, and from its tender ſphere A 
vent looks of love, and faithleſs hope inſpir d. I 
„ Forgive me, gen'rous maid,” the youth re- i 
WET: - | th | 1 

c If by thy accents charm'd, thus long I bore | 
To let ſuch ſweetneſs plead, alas! in vain! 1 
Thy virtue merits more than crowns: can yield F 
Of ſolid blifs, or happieſt love beſtow. 4s 1 
But ere from native thores I plough'd the main, 10 


To one dear maid, by virtue and by charme 
Alone endear'd, my plighted vows I gave; 

To guard my faith, whatever chance ſhould wait 
My warring ſword : if conqueſt, fame, and ſpoil, 
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Grad my return, before her feet to pour 
The glitt'ring treaſure, and the laure] wreath; 
njoying conqueſt then, and fame and ſpoil. 

If fortune frown'd adverſe; and death forbade 
The bliſsful union, with my lateſt breath 
_ To dwell on Medway's and Maria's name. 
This ardent vow deep rooted,” from my ſoul 
No dangers tore; this vow my boſom fr 
To conquer danger, and the ſpoil enjoy. 
Her fhall T leave, with fair events elate, | 
Who crownid mine humbleſt fortune with her love? 
Her ſhall I leave, who now perchance alone 
Climbs the proud cliff, and chides my flow return? 
And ſhall that veſſel, whoſe approaching ſails 
Shall ſwell her breaft with ecſtaſies, convey. 
Death to her hopes, and anguiſh to her ſoul ? 
No! may the deep my villain-corſe devour, 
Tf all the wealth 7berian mines conceal, 
If all the charms berian maids diſcloſe, 
If thine, Elvira, thine, uniting all! 
Thus far prevail—nor can thy virtuous breaft 
emand, what honour, faith, and love denies.” 
© Oh! happy ſhe,” rejoin'd the penſive nad, 
* Who ſhares thy fame, thy virtue, and thy love! 
And be ſhe happy ! thy diſtinguiſh'd choice 
Declares her worth, and vindicates her claim. 
Farewell my luckleſs hopes, a 4 flatt'ring dreams 
Of rapt'rous days ! my guilty ſuit, farewell! 
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mn Jet, fond howe'er my plea, or deep the wound 
Ĩ)!hbhat waits my fame, let not the random ſhaft 
Of cenſure pierce with me th* Herian dames : 
They love with caution, and with happier ſtars. 
And oh! by pity mov'd, reſtrain the taunts * 
Of levity, nor brand Elvira's flame; 55 
By merit rais d; by gratitude approv'd; 
By hope confirm'd; with artleſs truth reveaPd; 
Let, let me ſay, but for one matchleſs maid 
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Of happier birth, ich mutual ardour crown'd. 


Theſe radiant gems, which burniſh happineſs, . 
But mock misfortune, to thy fav'rite's hand . 
With care convey. And well may ſuch adorn : 
Her cheerful front, who finds in thee alone 
The ſource of ev'ry tranſport ; but diſgrace 
My penlive breaſt, which doom'd to laſting wo, 
In thee the ſource of ev Cy bliſs reſign. | 

And now farewell, thou darling youth the gem 
Of Engliſb merit} peace, content, and joy, | 
And tender hopes, and young defires, farewell ! 


Attend, ye ſmiling train, this gallant mind 


Back to his native ſhores; there ſweetly ſmooth 
His ev'ning pillow; dance around his groves 
And where he treads, with vi'lets paint his way. 
But leave Elvira! leave her, now no more 

Your frail companion ! in the ſacred cells | 
Of ſome lone claiſter let me ſhroud my ſhame : 


| There to the matin bell, obſequious, pour 


My conſtant oriſons. The wanton loves, 
And gay deſires ſhall ſpy the glimm' ring tow'rs, 


* * 


And wing their flight aloof: but reſt confirmd, 


That never ſhall Elvira s tongue conclude 
Her ſhorteſt pray'r, ere Henry's dear ſucceſs 


The warmeſt accent of her zeal employ.” 


Thus ſpoke the weeping fair, whoſe artleſs mind 
Impartial ſcorn'd to modet her efteem | 
By native cuſtoms; dreſs, and face, and air, 

And manners, leſs; nor yet reſolv'd in vain. 


He, bound by prior love, the ſolemn vow 


Giv'n and receiv'd, to ſoft compaſſion gave 


A tender tear; then with that kind adieu, 


Eſteem could warrant, weary'd heav'n with pray're 
To ſhie eld that tender breaſt he left forlorn. 
He ceag'd, and to the cloiſter's penſive rene. 


Elvira 1 25 d her en Ways. | 
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The SCHOOL-MISTRESS. 


\ 


In imitation _ of Srencrns/ 


1 Auditæ voces, vagitus et ingens, 
Infantumgue anime flentes in limine primo, 
| 5 Virg. 


— 
ADVERTISEMENT. 


What particulars in Spencer were imagined moſt proper 
for the author's imitation on this occaſion, are his 
kanguage, his fimplicity, his manner of deſcription, 
and a peculiar tenderneſs of ſentiment, remarkable 
throughout his works. 5 | 
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H me! full forely is my heart forlorn, 
To think how-modeſt worth 8 lies! 
While partial fame doth with her blaſt adorn 
Such deeds alone, as pride and pomp difguile z, 
Deeds of ill fort, and miſchievous emprize * 
Lend me thy clarion, goddeſs! let me try 
To ſound rhe praiſe of merit, ere it dies; 
 __ Such as I oft have chanced to eſpy, 
| Loft in the dreary ſhades of dull obſcurity. 5 | | 
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In ev'ry village mark'd with little ſpire, 
Embow'r'd in trees, and hardly known to fame, 
K There dwells, in lowly ſhed, and mean attire, 
| A matron old, whom we ſchool-miſtreſs name; 
| Who boaſts unruly brats with birch to tame; 
K They grieven ſore, in piteous durance pent, 
Aw'd by the pow'r of this relentleſs dame; 
And off. times, on vag ries idly bent, 
For _— hair, or taſk unconn'd, are ſorely | 
; | ent. it | | i 
And all in ſight doth rife a birchen tree, 
Which learning near her little dome did ſtowe ; 
Whilom a twig of ſmall regard to fee, 
Though now ſo wide its waving branches flow; 
And work the ſimple vaſſals miekle wo; 


» For not a wind might curl the leaves that blew, | 
| But their limbs ſhudder'd, and their pulſe beat = 
RE low; & 4s | | 
And, as they look'd, they found their horror ö 
i And ſhap'd it into rods, and tingled at the view. 
„ 90 have I ſcen (who has not may conceive) _ 
le A lifeleſs phantom near a garden plac'd; - 


.* So doth it wanton birds of peace bereave, 
Of ſport, of ſong, of pleaſure, of repaſt; 
+ They ſtart, they ſtare, they wheel, they look aghaſt; 
1 * ghaſt; 
Sad ſervitude! ſuch comfortleſs annoy . 
May no bold Briton's riper age e er taſte! _ 
1 Ne ſuperſtition clog his dance of joy 
Ne viſion empty, vain, his native Win acer ; 


Near to his dome is found a patch ſo green, 
On which the tribe their gambols do diſplay 
And at the door impris' ning board is ſeen, 1 
1 1 Leſt weakly wights of ſmaller fize ſhould ſtray; ; 
1 “ 
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Eager, perdie, to baſk in ſunny day! 

The noiſes intermix'd, which thence reſound, 

Do learning's little tenement betra 

Where fits the dame, diſguis'd in jook profound, 

Ang eyes her fairy rh. and turns her wheel 
around. ; a 


Her cap, far whiter than the 40 e 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield: 

Her apron dy'd in grain, as blue, I trowe, 

AS is the hare-bell that adorns the field: 
And in her hand, for ſceptre, ſhe does wield 
Tway birchen ſprays z with anxious fear entwin'd, 
With dark diſtruſt, and ſad repentance fill'd ; 
And ſtedfaſt hate, and ſharp afffiction join'd, 
And fury uncontroul'd, and chaſtiſement unkind. 


Few but have ken'd, in ſemblance,n meet pourtray'd, 
The childifh faces of old EoPs train; 

Libs, Notus, Auſter: theſe in frowns array'd, 
How then would fare or earth, or ſky, or main, 
Were the ſtern god to give his flaves the rein? 
And were not the rebellious breaſts to quell, 

And were not ſhe her ftatutes to maintain, 

The cott no more, I ween, were deem'd the cell, 
Where 'comely peace of mind, and en order 


A ruſſet ſtole was oer her fhoulders thrown ! 

A ruſſet kirtle fenc'd the nipping air; 

IJ was ſimple ruſſet, but it was her own; 

Twas her own country bred the flock ſo fair 

*Twas her own labour did the fleece prepare; 

And, ſooth to ſay, her pupils, rang'd around, 
Through pious awe, did term it * rare 9 

or 


0 


Aldeit ne flatt'ry did corrupt her nN 
Ne pompous title did debauch her ear; 
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For they in gaping wonderment abound, 


And think, no doubt, ſhe been the greateſt wight 


on ground. 
5) 


Goody, good woman, goffip, n' aunt, forfooth, 
Or dame, the ſole additions ſhe did hear; 


Yet theſe {a challeng'd, theſe the held * 
dear 


Ne would eſteem him act as mought behove, 
Who ſhould not honour'd eld with theſe revere: 
For never title yet ſo mean could prove, 


'Buk there was eke a mind which did that title love. 


One ancient hen ſhe took delight to feed, 
The plodding pattern of the buſy dame; 
Which ever and anon, impell'd by need, 
Into her ſchool, begirt with chickens, came! 
Such favour did her paſt deportment claim : 
And, if neglect had laviſh'd on the ground 
Fragment of bread, ſhe would collect the ſame; 
For well ſhe knew, and quaintly could expound, 


What ſin it were to waſte the ſmalleſt crum ſhe 


found. 
Herbs too ſhe knew, and well of each could ſpeak 


That in her garden fipt the filv'ry dew ; n 


Where no vain flow'r diſclos'd a gaud 
But herbs for uſe, and plryſic, not a * 
Of grey renown, within thoſe borders grew . 
The tufted baſil, pun-provoking thyme, - 
Freſh baum, and marygold of cheerful hue 
The lowly gill, that never dares to climb; 


And more 1 fain would ſing, 3 here to 


Ae. 
Tet 
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Vet euphraſy may not be left unſung, 
That gives dim eyes to wander leagues around; 
And pungent radiſh, biting infant's tongue; 
And plantain ribb'd, that heals. the reaper's 
wound; 
And marj'ram ſweet, in ſhepherd's poſic found; 
And lavender, whoſe ſpikes of azure bloom : 
Shall be ere while, in arid bundles bound, 
To lurk amidſt the labours of her loom, 
And crown her kerchiefs clean, with miekle rare 
per fume. 


And here trim rofmarine, that whilom crown'd 
_  " The daintieſt garden of the proudeſt peer; 
Ere, driven from its envy'd ſite, it found 
A ſacred ſhelter for its branches here ; ö | 
Where edg'd with gold its glitt'ring ſkirts appear. 
Oh waſlel-days; O cuſtoms meet and well! 

Ere this was baniſh'd from its lofty ſphere : 
Simplicity then ſought this humble cell, 
Nor ever N ſhe more with thane and lordling 

dwe 


: Here oft the Ane on Sabbath 8 Shea eve, 
Hymned ſuch pſalms as Sternhold forth did mete, 
If winter *twere, ſhe to her hearth did cleave; 
But in her garden found a ſummer-ſcat: | 

Sweet melody! to hear her then repeat 

How ſraels ſons, beneath a foreign king, 
While taunting foe-men did 4 OG intreat, 


All, for the nonce, untuni ry ſtring, | 
Up hung their uſeleſs en heart * 2 
to ling. 


For ſhe was juſt, and friend to virtuous Sick; . 

And:paſs'd much time in truly virtuous deed ; 

And, in thoſe elfins ears, would oft deplore 
22 The times, when truth * Popiſh rage did bleed; 
And 


, 
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And tortious death was true devotion's meed 
And ſimple faith in iron chains did mourn, 

That nould on wooden image place her creed; 
And lawny ſaints in ſmould' ring flames did burn: 


Ah! deareſt Lord, forefend, thilk days ſhould &er 


return. 


In elbow· chair, like that of Scott iſb ſtem 


By the ſharp tooth of cank'ring eld defac'd, 

In which, when he receives his diadem, 

Our ſov'reign prince and liefeſt liege is plac'd, 
The matron ſat ; and ſome with rank ſhe grac'd, 
(The ſource of childrens and of courticrs pride!) 


| Redreſs'd affronts, for vile affronts there paſs'd ; 


And warn'd them not the fretful to deride, 


But love each other dear, whatever them beride. 


Right well ſhe knew each temper to deſcry; 
To thwart the proud, and the ſubmiſs to raiſe z 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high, 
And ſome entice with pittance ſmall of praiſe} 
And other ſome with, baleful ſprig ſhe frays: 


_ Ev'n abſent, ſhe the reins of pow'r doth hold, 


While with quaint arts the giddy croud ſhe ſways; 


Forewarn'd, if little bird their pranks behold, 


Twill whiſper in her ear, and all the ſcene unfold. 


Lo now with ſtate ſhe utters the command! ; 


 Eftſoons the urchins to their taſks repair; 


Their books of ſtature ſmall they take in hand, 


Which with pellucid horn ſecured are; 


To fave from finger wet the letters fair: , 
The work ſo gay, that on their back is feen, 
St George's high atchievements does declare; 

On which thilk wight that has y-gazing been, 


EKens the forth-coming rod, unpleaſing fight, I 1 


neen! 4 64 OT 
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Ah luckleſs he, and born beneath the beam 


Of evil ſtar ! it irks me whilſt I write! 
As erſt the“ bard by Mulla's filver ſtream, 
Oft, as he told of deadly dolorous plight, 


; Sigh'd as he ſung, and did in tears indite. 


For brandiſhing the rod, ſhe doth begin 


Jo loofe the brogues, the ſtripling's late delight? 


And down they drop; appears his dainty fkin, 


Fair as the furry coat of whiteft ermilin. 


O ruthful ſcene ! when from a nook obſcure, 


His little fiſter doth his peril fee: 


All playful as ſhe fat, ſhe grows demure ; 


She finds full ſoon her wonted ſpirits flee; 


She meditates a pray'r to ſet him free: 


Nor gentle pardon could this dame deny, 


A 


(If gentle pardon could with dames agree), 
To her fad grief that ſwells in either eye, 
nd wrings her ſo that all for pity ſhe could die 


No longer can ſhe now her ſhrieks command; 


And hardly ſhe forbeats, thro* awful fear, 


To ruſhen forth, and, with preſumptuous hand, 


To ſtay harſh juſtice in its wid career. 


On thee ſhe calls, on thee her parent dear! 


(Ah! too remote to ward the ſhameful blow !) 


She ſees no kind domeſtic viſage near, 


And ſoon a flood of tears begins to flow; 


And gives a looſe at laſt to unavailing wo. 
But ah ! what pen his piteous plight may trace? 


Or what device his loud laments explain ? 


The form uncouth of his diſguiſed face? 


The pallid hue that dyes his looks amain ? 


The plenteous ſhow'r that does his cheek diſtain? 


When he, in abject wiſe, implores the dame, 


Ne hopeth aught of ſweet reprieve to gain; 


Seucer. 


Or 


Or when from high ſhe levels well her aim, 


And, thro” the thatch, his cries each —_ ſtroke 


' proclaim. 


The other tribe, aghaſt, with ſore 0 
Attend, and conn their taſks with meikle care: 
By turns, aſtony'd, ev'ry twig ſurveyy, 
And, from their fellow 85 hateful wounds, be- 
ware; 
EKncwing, 1 wiſt, how each the ſame may ſhare; 
Till fear has taught them a performance meet, 
And to the well-known cheſt the dame repair; ; 
Whence oft with ſugar'd Cates ſhe doth * em 


greet, 
And ginger-bread Jy-rarez now, certes, * 
* INSET * 


gee to their ſeats they hie with merry glee, 
And in beſeemly order ſitten there: 
All but the wight of bum y- galled, he 


Abhorreth bench and ſtool, and fourm, and 


chair; 


This hand in mol vH, d, that rends. kis 


n 

And eke with ſnubs profound, and heaving 
' breaſt, © 

Convulſions intermitting ! does declare 

_ His grievous wrong; his dame's unjuſt beheſt ; 


And ſcorns her offer d love, and hans to be ca- 
e 


His face beſprent with liquid cryſtal 3 


His blooming face that ſeems a purple flower, 


Which low to earth its drooping head declines, 
All ſmear'd and ſully'd by a vernal ſhow” ys 
O the hard boſoms of deſpotic pew'r ! - TE > 
. All, all, but ſhe, the author of his ſhame, 
All, all, but ſhe, regret this mournful hour : 


Yet hence the youth, and hence the flow” r, ſhall 


claim, 


If o! I deem aright, cranſcending worth and frame 


Behind 
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Behind fome door, in melancholy chought, 
Mindleſs of food, he, dreary caitiff ! pincs 
Ne for his fellow s joyaunce careth aught, 

But to the wind all merriment reſigns; 

. And deems it ſhame, if he to peace inclines 
And many a ſullen look aſcance is ſent, 

Which for his dame's annoyance he deſigns * 
And ſtill the more to pleaſure him ſhe's bent, 


ſent. FEY 


Ah me! bow mack I for leſt pride i it be! 
But if that pride it be, which thus inſpires, 
Beware, ye dames, with nice diſcernment ſee, ' 
Je quench not too the ſparks of nobler fires : 

Ahl better far than all the muſes' lyres, 
AW coward arts, is valour's gen'rous heat; | 
The firm fix*d breaſt which fit and right requires, 
Like Vernon's patriot ſoul ; more juſtly great 


Than craft that pimps for il, or 3 alſe de- 


ceit. 


Yet nurs red with ſkill, . dazzling fruits ap- 


” Ev'n now POR ths foreſight points to ſhow 
A little bench of n, biſhops here, 
And there a chancellour in embryo, 
Or bard ſublime, if bard may e' er be ſo, 1 
As 3 Shakeſpear, names that ne er ſhall 
die 

Tho- now he crawl lot the ground ſo low, 
Nor weeting how the muſe ſhould ſoar on high, 

Wiſheth, poor ſtarv ling elf ! his paper-kite may fly. 


And this perhaps, who, cens'ring the deſign, 


Low- lays the houſe which that of cards doth 


build, 
Shall Dennis be! if rigid * "Ha Ru 
| And —_ an epic to bis rage Gay t Fo 
n 


The more doth he, perverſe, her gina] paſt re- 


1 


_ 


* 1 15 
IP 
# 
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As he who now with ſdainful fury thrill - 
Surveys thine work; and levels many a ſneer, 

ſtuff is here?) I 
But now Dan Phebus gains the middle fkie, 


And liberty unbars her priſon- door; 


And like a ruſhing torrent out they fly, 
And now the graſſy cirque han cover'd o'er 
With boiſt'rous revel-rout and wild uproar; _ 


A thouſand ways in winton rings they run, 


Heav'n ſhield their ſhort-liv'd paſtimes, I implore f 
For well may freedom, erſt ſo dearly won, 


Appear to Britiſh elf more gladſome than the fun. 


Enjoy poor imps ! enjoy your ſportive trade; 


And chaſe gay flies, and cull the faireſt flow'rs ; 
For when my bones in graſs-green ſods are laid 


For never may ye taſte more careleſs hours 
In 1 caſtles, or in ladies bow rs. 
O vain to ſeek delight in earthly thing! 


But moſt in courts where proud ambition tow'rs; 


Deluded wight! who weens fair peace can fpring 


Beneath the pompous dome of keſar or of king. 


See in each ſprite ſome various bent appear ! 
Theſe rudely carol moſt incondite lay; 

Thoſe ſaunt'ring on the green with jocund leer- 
Salute the ſtranger paſſing on his way; 

Some builden fragile tenements of clayz _ 
Some to the ſtanding lake their courſes bend, 
With pebbles ſmooth at duck and drake to play 3. 
Thilk to the huxters ſav'ry cottage tend, 


In paſtry kings and queens th allotted mite to ſpend-. 
Here as each ſeaſon yields-a different ſtore, . 


Each. ſeaſon's ſtores in order ranged been; 


Apples with Ry r 


8 
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And many a poet quit th'Aonian fields 
And, ſour'd by age, profound he ſhall appears | 


” * o =. 
\ * þ 
. * 


} : 


And *furts n ak and cries, What oy 


2 


2 8 + * 
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Galling full ſore th* unmoney'd wight, are ſeen; 
And gooſe-b'rie clad in liv'ry red or green; 
And here of lovely dye, the cath'rine pear, - 
Fine pear, as lovely for thy juice, Iween: 
Q may no wight c'er pennyleſs come there, 
ſmit with ardent love he pine with hopeleſs care ! 


See! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound, 
With thread ſo white in tempting poſies tyd, 
Scatt'ring like blooming maid their glances round, 
With-pamper'd look draw little eyes aſide; 

And muſt be bought, tho' penury betide. _ 

The plumb all azure and the nut all brown, 

And here cach ſeaſon, do thoſe cakes abide, 

Whoſe honour'd names th' inventive city own, 
Rend'ring thro Britain's iſle Salopia's praifes 


known. 


Admir'd Salepia / that with venial pride 

Eyes her bright form in Severn's ambient wave, 
Fam'd for her loyal cares in perils try'd, 

Her daughters lovely, and her ſtriplings brave: 

Abl midſt the reſt, may flow'rs adorn his grave,, 

_ Whoſe art did firſt theſe dulcet cates diſplay !. 

A motive fair to learning's imps he gave, 

© Who cheerleſs o'er her darkling region ſtray; . 


IX 


Till reaſon's morn ariſe, and light them on their 
| : way. VV 5 | 81 1 8 f 
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